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another of his pieces that he had been in Ireland. 
Perhaps he went abroad soon after he abandoned Cam- 
bridge, and before he settled in London and became an 
author. His first appearance in this character seems to 
have been in 1589, and we believe the earliest date of 
any tract attributed to him relating to ][artin [ar- 
prelate is also 1589. t He was the first, as has been fre- 
quently remarked, to attack this enemy of the Church 
with the keen missiles of wit and satire, throwing aside 
the lumbering and unserviceable weapons of scholastic 
controversy. Having set the example in this respect, 
he had many followers and imitators, and among them 
John Lily, the dramatic poet, the author of "Pap with 
a Hatchet." 
In London lash became acquainted with Robert 
Greene, and their friendship drew him into a long 
literary contest with Gabriel Harvey, to which Nash 
owes much of his reputation. It arose out of the 
posthumous attack of Harvey upon Robert Greene, of 
which sufficient mention has been made elsewhere. 
lash replied on behalt" of his dead companion, and 
reiterated the charge which had given the origdnal 
offence to Harvey, viz., that his brother was the son of 
a ropemaker. 2 One piece was humorously dedicated 

he knew him not, yet for the report he had heard of his 
pleasance, he could not but be in love with his perfections 
being absent." 
Many of Nash's works furnish evidence that he was well 
acquainted with Italian poets and writers. Some allusions 
and translations are pointed out in the notes to the present 
reprint of "Summer's Last Will and Testament." 
 It is called "A counter-cuff to ][artin junior," &c. 
u It may be doubted whether Greene and Nash did not 
contribute to bring the occupation of a roperaaker into 
discredit. Marston, in his " Parasitaster," printed in 1606, 
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in [Fitzgeoffrey's "Affanim," 1601, where an epitaph 
upon him is printed. His name also occurs in] an ano- 
nymous loem, under the title of "The Ant and the 
Nightingale, or Father Hubbard's Tales," 1604, where 
the following stanza is met with-- 
"Or if in bitterness thou rail like Nash : 
Forgive me, honest soul, that term thy phrase 
Railin 9 ; for in thy works thou wert not rash, 
Nor didst affect in youth thy private praise. 
Thou hadst a strife with that Tergemini ;1 
Thou hurt'dst them not till they had injured thee."  
The author of a MS. epitaph, in " Bibl. Sloan," Pl. 
XXI. A. was not so squeamish in the language he 
employed-- 
"Here lies Tom Nash, that notable railer, 
That in his life ne'er paid shoemaker nor tailor." 
The following from Thomas Freeman's Epigrams, 
1614, is not out of its place-- 

OF THOMAS NASH. 

" Nash, had Lycambes on earth living been 
l'he time thou wast, his death had been all one ; 
Had he but mov'd thy tartest Muse to spleen 
Unto the fork he had as surely gone : 
For why ? there lived not that man, I think, 
Us'd better or more bitter gall in ink." 

1 Terglmin i means the three Harveys, for Gabriel took 
up the cudgels for himself and his two brothers. 
i The death of Nash is spoken of in the address to a tract, 
which is the more curious, as it forms a second part to 
"Pierce Penniless." It has been assigned lo Decker, under 
the title of "News from Hell ;"[and it was reprinted under 
the titleof "A Knight's Covjuring." This issue is included 
in the Percy Society's series.] 
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heartily desire the like, whose fame and reputation 
(through some precedent injurious provocations and 
fervent excitements of young heads) I rashly assailed : 
yet now better advised, and of his perfections more con- 
firmedly persuaded, unfeignedly I entreat of the whole 
world from my pen his worth may receive no impeach- 
ment. All acknowledgements of abundant scholarship, 
cotrteous, well-governed behaviour, and ripe, expe- 
rienced judgment do I attribute to him." 
Ve have already seen with 'hat malignity Harvey 
trampled upon the corlse of Greene, and he received 
this apolo-f of lash in a corresponding spirit ; for 
instead of accepting it, in his "lTew Letter of Totable 
Contents," 1593, he rejects it with scorn: "liotous 
vanity (he replies)was wont to root so deeply that it 
could hardly be unrooted ; and where reckless impu- 
dency taketh possession, it useth not very hastily to be 
dispossessed. Vhat say you to a spring of rankest vil- 
lainy in February, and a harvest of ripest divinity in 
[ay  But what should we hereafter talk any more of 
paradoxes or impossibilities, when he that penned the 
most desperate and abominable pamphlet of Strange 
lTews, ' and disgorged his stomach of as poisonous ran- 
cour as ever was vomited in print, within few months 
is won, or charmed, or enchanted, (or what metamor- 
phosis should I term it ) to astonish carnal minds with 
spiritual meditations," &c. Such a reception of well- 
intended and eloquently-written amends was enough to 
make lash repent even his repentance, as far as Gabriel 
Harvey was concerned. 1 
Of the popularity of lash as a writer some notion 
may be formed from a fact he himself mentions in his 

1 Parts of "Pierce Penniless, his Supplication to the 
Devil," are written by l'ash in a similar strain of bitter 
grief for past errors, especially a poem inserted near the 
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points to my hose, without a knife to my dinner, 
and make so much use of this word wlthot in 
everything, will hero dress me without. Dick 
Huntley z cries, Begin, ben: and all the whole 
house, For shame, come away; when I had my 
things but now brought me out of the laundry. 
God forgive me, I did not see my Lord before! 
I'll set a good face on it, as though what I had 
talk'd idly all this while were my part. So it is, 
boni viri, that one fool presents another; and I, a 
fool by nature and by art, do speak to you in the 
person of the idiot of our play-maker. He, like a 
lbp and an ass, must be making himself a public 
laughingstock, and have no thank for his labour; 
where other .l[agisterii, whose invention is far 
more exquisite, are content to sit still and do 
,mthing. I'll show you what a scurvy Prologue 
he had made me, in an old vein of similitudes : if 
you be good fe, llows, give it the hearing, that you 
may judge of him thereafter. 

THE PROLOGUE. 

At a solemn feast of the Triumviri in lome, it 
was seen and observed that the birds ceased to 
sing, and sat solitary on the housetops, by reasolz 
of the sight of a painted serpent set openly to 
view. So fares it with us novices, that here he- 
tray our imperfections : we, afraid to look on the 
imaginary serpent of envy, painted in men's affec- 
tions, have ceased to tune any music of mirth to 

z Dick Huntley was, perhaps, the book-holder or promp- 
ter who is subsequently mentioned, and whom Will Sum- 
mer, in the licence of his character, calls by his name. 
Perhaps his "cousin led" was another of the actors. 
Harry Baker is spoken of in the scene, where Vertumnu8 is 
de,patched for Christmas and Backwinter. 
VOL. VIII. B 
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As the Parthians fight flying away, so will we 
prate and talk, but stand to nothing that we say. 

How say you, my masters ? do you not laugh at 
him for a coxcomb ? Why, he hath made a pro- 
logue longer than his play: nay, 'tis no play 
neither, but a show. I'll be sworn the jig ,f 
Rowland's godson is a giant in comparison of it. 
What can be made of Summer's last will and 
testament ? Such another thing as Gyllian of 
:Brentford's 1 will, where she hequeathed a score of 
farts amongst her friends. Forsooth, because the 
plague reigns in most places in this latter end of 
summer,  Summer must come in sick ; he must 

 [The tract here referred to ia Robert Copland's poem. 
called "Jyl of Breyntford's Testament." See Hazlitt's 
" Handbook," p. 122.] Julian of Brentford, or, as she is here 
called, Gyllian of Braynford, seems to have been an old 
woman who had the reputation of possessing supernatural 
power. In Hensiowe's hiSS., a play by Thomas Downton and 
Samuel Ridley, called "Friar Fo and Gillian of Brent- 
ford," is mentioned under date of February 1598-9, but it 
was acted, as appears by the same authority, as early as 5th 
January 1592. 8he is noticed in " Westward Hoe !" ]60', 
where Clare says: "O blaster Linstoek, 'tis no walking 
will serve my tur : have me to bed, good, sweet Mistress 
Honeysuckle. I doubt that old lag Gillian of Brai,eford 
has bewitched me." Sig. G 4. 
Julian of Brentford's will had been spoken of before by 
lash in his epistle "to the Gentlemen Students of both 
Universities," prefixed to Greene's "Menaphon," in 1589. 
" But so farre discrepant is the idle vsage of our uexperi- 
enced and illiterated Punies from this prescription, that z 
tale of Joane a Brainfords Will, and the vnlucky frumenty, 
will be as soone entertained into their Libraries as the best 
Poeme that euer Tasso eternisht." 
 Camden, in his "Annals of the Reign of Queen Eliza- 
beth," thus speaks of the ravages of the plague in 1592-;, 
" For this whole year the sickness raged violently n Lon- 
don, Saturn passing throuzh the extreme parts of Cancer 
and the head of Leo, as it did in the year 153; in so much, 
that when the year came about, there died of the sickness 
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common proverb, Divesque miserqne, a rich man and 
a miserable : ham natura 2aucis contents, none so 
contented as the poor man. Admit that the 
chiefest happiness were not rest or ease, but know- 
ledge, as Herillus, Alcidamus, and many of Socrates' 
followers affirm ; why pa upertas onoes lerdocet artes, 
poverty instructs a man in all arts ; it makes a man 
hardy and venturous, and flmrefore is it called of 
the poets l)aupertas attdax, valiant poverty. It is 
not so much subject to inordiu.te desires as wedth 
or prosperity. .Non habet, unde suum patqertas 
pascat amorem :  poverty hafl not wherewithal to 
feed lust. All the poets were beggars; all alche- 
mists nd all philosophers are beggars. OmMa mea 
mecum pox'to, quoth Bias, when he had nothing but 
bread and cheese in , leathern bag, and two or 
three books in his bosom. Saint Francis, a holy 
saint, and never had any money. It is madness to 
doat upon nuck. That young man of Athens, 
,Elianus makes mention of, may be an example to 
us, who doated so extremely on the image of For- 
tune, that when he might not enjoy it, he died for 
sorrow. The earth yields all her fruits together, 
and why should we not spend them together ? I 
thank heavens on my knees, that lmve made me 
an unthrift.  
StrM. 0 vanity itself: O wit ill-spent! 

 Ovid "Rein. Am." 1. 749. 
 l*ash seems, from various parts of his works, to have 
been well read in what are called, though not very properly 
in English, the burlesque poets of Italy. This praise of 
poverty in the reply of Ver to the accusation of Summer is 
one proof of his acquaintance with them. See "Capitolo 
sopra l'epiteto della poverta, k Messer Carlo Capponi," by 
.'llatteo Francesi in the Rime I'iaeevoli del Berni, Copetta, 
Francesi, &c., vol. ii. p. 48. Edit. Vicenza, 16o9-- 
,, In sornma ella non ha si deI bestiale, 
Corn' altri tima, lerehe la natur 
Del poco si contents, e -i prevale," &c. 
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SUIMER'S LAST WILL 

To be in heaven, sure, is a bless'd tlfing ; 
But Atlas-like to prop heaven on one's back, 
Cannot but be more labour than delight. 
Such is the state of men in honour plac'd ; 
They are gold vessels made for servile uses ; 
High trees that keep the weather from low houses, 
But cannot shield the tempest from themselves. 
I love to dwell betwixt the hills and dales ; 
.Xeither to he so great to be envied, 
Nor yet so poor the world should pity me. 
lnter utrumyue tene, nedio tutissimrs ibis. t 
Stt. What dost thou with those balances thou 
bear'st ? 
SOL. In them I weigh the day and night alike : 
This white glass is the hour-glass of the day, 
This black one the just measure of the night. 
One more than other holdeth not a grain; 
Both serve time's just proportion to maintain. 
Sv. I like thy moderation wondrous well ; 
And this thy balance-weighing, the white glass 
And black, with equal poise and steadfast hand, 
A pattern is to princes and eat men, 
How to weigh all estates indifferently ; 
The spiritualty and temporalty alike : 
N'either to be too prodigal of smiles, 
N-or too severe in frowning without cause. 
If you be wise, you monarchs of the earth, 
Have two such glses still before your eyes ; 
Think as you have a white glass running on, 
Good days, friends, favour, and all things at beck, 
So this white glass run out (as out it will) 
The black comes next ; your downfall is at hand. 

 l'ash seems often to have quoted from memory, and 
here he has either coupled parts of two lines, so as to make 
one, or he has invented a beginning to the ending of O-id's 
"Metam.," ii. 137. [The author seems merely to have 
iutroduced scraps of Latin, without much regard to their 
juxtaposition.] 
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As runs a thief from noise of hue and cry. 
Nor live they on the sweat of others' brows, 
But have their trades to get their living with-- 
Hunting and coneycatching, two fine arts. 
Yeu, there be of them, as there he of men, 
Of every occupation more or less : 
Some carriers, and they itch ; some watermen, 
And they will dive and swim when you bid them ; 
Some butchers, and they worry sheep by night ; 
Some cooks, and they do nothing but turn spits. 
Chrysippus holds dogs are logicians, 
In that, by study and by canvassing, 
They can distinguish 'twixt three several things : 
As when he cometh where three broad ways meet, 
And of those three hath stay'd at two of them, 
By which he guesseth that the game went not, 
Without more pause he runneth on the third ; 
Which, as Chrysippus saith, insinuates 
As if he reason'd thus within himself: 
Either he went this, that, or yonder way, 
But neither that nor yonder, therefore this. 
But whether they logicians be or no, 
Cynics they are, for they will snarl and bite ; 
Right courtiers to flatter and to fawn ; 
Valiant to set upon thc[ir] enemies ; 
Iost faithful and most constant to their friemls. 
Nay, they are wise, as Homer witnesseth 
Who, talking of Ulysses' coming home, 
Saith all his household but Argus his dog 
Had quite forgot hin : ay, his deep insight  
_Nor Pallas' art in altering his shape, 
Nor his base weeds, nor absence twenty )'ears, 
Could go beyond or any way delude. 
That dogs physicians are, thus I infer; 
They are ne'er sick, but they know their disease, 
And find out means to ease them of their grief ; 

[Old copy, I, and his deep insight. ] 
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SUMMER'S LAST WILL 

Str. iNTO more of this, I hate it to the death. 
iNTO such deformer of the soul and sense, 
As is this swinish damn'd horn drunkenness. 
Bacchus, for thou abusest so earth's fruits, 
Imprison'd live in cellars and in vaults. 
Let none commit their counsels unto thee ; 
Thy wrath be fatal to thy dearest friends ; 
Unarmed run upon thy foemen's swords ; 
Tever fear any plague, before it fall : 
Dropsies and watery tympanies haunt thee ; 
Thy lungs with surfeiting be putrified, 
To cause thee have an odious stinking breath ; 
Slaver and drivel like a child at mouth ; 
B poor and beggarly in thy old age ; 
Let thine own kinsmen laugh when thou com- 
plain'st, 
And many tears gain nothing but blind scoffs. 
This is the guerdon due to drunkenness : 
Shame, sickness, misery follow excess. 
BAC. :Now on my honour, Sire Summer, thou 
art a bad member, a dunce, a mongrel, to discredit 
so worshipful an art after this order. Thou hast 
cursed me, and I will bless thee. 'ever cap of 
:Nipitaty  in London come near thy niggardly 
habitation! I beseech the gods of good fellow- 
ship thou may'st fall into a consumption with 
drinking small beer! Every day may'st thou eat 
fih, anti let it stick in tile midst of thy maw, for 
want of a cup of wine to swim away in. Venison 
be venenum to thee: and may that vintner have 
tim plague in his house that sells a drop of claret 
to -kill the poison of it ! As many wounds may'st 

 2Vilaitaty seems lo have been a cant term for a certain 
wine. Thus Gabriel Harvey, in " Pierce's Supererogation," 
1593, speaks of "the h'i2itaty of the nappiest grape ;" and 
afterwards he says, "Nipitaty will not be tied to a post," in 
reference to the unconfined tongues of men who drink it.- 
Collier. 



Embracing envy,  gueful courte, 
Hath overgrown fraad-wanting honey. 
Examples live but in the idle school : 
.inon bears all the sway in prince eourt- 
ickne be thou my ml's ph.vician ; 
Bring the apothecary. Death with thee. 
In earth is hell hell true felicity., 
Compared with this world, the den of wolves ! 
At'T. 3iy lord, you are too paiouate without 
W]_,. Grieve n,t for that which cannot be 
I it 3-our servaut's carelessness you 'plain ! 
Tully by one of hi own slaves was slain. 
Th husbandman eloe in his bosom nurd 
A subtle  tha after wrought ! bane. 
.k t-r. liberali.facit ; 
Where on the contry.. 
Thoe tha a nd upon ilheral lord, 
Whose coy tise yields nouht e-lse bu fair looks. 
Even of thoe fair look make their gainful 
For, as in Ireland and in Denmark both, 
Withe for gold wl sell a man a wind  
Which in the corner of a napkin wrapp'd, 
Shall blow him safe unto what co-t he wl ; 
. make ill-servants sale of their lord's wind 
Which, wrapp'd up in a piece of parchment, 
Blows many a knave forth danoer of the law. 
c3L Enou of this : let me go nke my 

th' wit e were 

E 
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Sleeping face upwards in the fields all night, 
Dream'd strange devices of the sun and moon ; 
And they, like gipsies, wandering up and down, 
Told fortunes, juggled, nicknam'd all the stars, 
And were of idiots term'd philosophers. 
Such was Pythagoras the silencer ; 
Prometheus, Thales, Milesius, 
Who would all things of water should be made : 
Anaximander, Anaxamines, 
That positively said the air was God : 
Zenocrates, that said there were eight gods ; 
And Cratoniates and Alcmceon too, 
Who thought the sun and moon and stars were 
gods. 
The poorer sort of them, that could get nought, 
Profess'd, like beggarly Franciscan friars, 
And the strict order of the Capuchins, 
A voluntary, wretched poverty, 
Contempt of gold, thin fare, and lying hard. 
Yet he that was most vehement in these, 
Diogenes, the cynic and the dog, 
Was taken coining money in his cell. 
WILL SUL What an old ass was that. hie- 
thinks he should have coined carrot-roots rather ; 
fir, as for money, he had no use for['t], except it 
were to melt, ,nd solder up holes in his tub 
withal. 
W. It were a whole Olympiad's work to tell 
How many devilish, er.qo, armed arts, 
Sprung all as vices of this idleness : 
For even as soldiers not employ'd in wars, 
But living loosely in a quiet state 
Not having wherewithal to maintain pride, 
Nay, scarce to find their bellies any food 
Nought but walk melancholy, and devise, 
How they may cozen merchants, fleece young heirs, 
Creep into favour by betraying men, 
Rob churches, beg waste toys, court city dames, 
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Who shall undo their husbands for their sakes; 
The baser rabble how to cheat and steal, 
And yet be free from penalty of death :  
So these word-warriors, lazy star-gazers, 
Us'd to no labour but to-louse themselves, 
Had their heads fill'd with cozening fantasies. 
They plotted how to make their poverty 
Better esteem'd of than high sovereignty. 
They thought how they might plant a heaven on 
earth, 
Whereof they would be principal low-gods ; - 
That heaven they called Contemplation : 
As much to say as a most pleasant sloth, 
Which better I cannot compare than this, 
That if a fellow, licensed to beg, 
Should all his lifetime go from fair to fair 
Aml buy gape-seed, having no business else. 
That contemplation, like an aged weed, 
Engender'd thousand sects, and all those sects 
Were but as these times, cunning shrouded rogues. 
Grammarians some, and wherein differ they 
From beggars that profess the pedlar's French ? 3 
The poets next, slovenly, tatter'd slaves, 
That wander and sell ballads in the streets. 

 A soldier of this sort, or one pretending to be a soldier, 
is a character often met with in our old comedies, such as 
Lieutenant Maweworm and Ancient Hautboy in "A Mad 
World, my Masters," Captain Face in "l',am-Alley," 
&c. 
 [Dii ninores. ] 
 Pedlar's French was another name for the cant language 
used by vagabonds. What. pedlars were may be jud_ed 
from the followin description of them in "The Pedlar's 
Prophecy," a comedy printed in 1595, but obviously written 
either very early in the reign of Elizabeth, or perhaps cven 
in that of her sister- 
,' I never knew honest man of this occupation, 
But either he was  dycer, a drunkard, a maker of hift. 
A picker, or cut-purse, a raiser of simulation, 
Or such  one as run assay with another mau's wife." 
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As fell the deluge on the former world : 
I hate the air, the fire, the spring, the year, 
And whatsoe'er brings mankind any good. 
O that my looks were lightning to blast fruits ! 
Would I with thunder presently might die, 
So I might speak in thunder to slay men. 
Earth, if I cannot injure thee enough, 
I'll bite thee with my teeth, I'll scratch thee thus : 
]'11 beat down the partition with my heels, 
That, as a mud-vault, severs hell and thee. 
Spirits, come up ! 'tis I that knock for you ; 
One that envies i the world far more than you. 
Come up in millions ! millions are too few 
To execute the malice I intend. 
SUM. 0 scelus inauditnra, 0 vox damnatorum ! 
'ot raging Hecuba, whose hollow eyes 
Gave suck to fifty sorrows at one time, 
That midwife to so many murders was, 
Us'd half the execrations that thou dost. 
BACK-WIN. More I will use, if more I may pre- 
vail. 
Back-winter comes but seldom forth abroad, 
But when he comes, he pincheth to the proof. 
Winter is mild. his son is rough and stern : 
Ovid couhl well write of nay tyranny, 
When he was banish'd to the frozen zone. 
,Sc)L And banish'd be thou from my fertile 
bounds. 
Winter, imprison him in thy dark cell, 
Or with the winds in bellowing caves of brass 
Let stern Hippotades  lock him up safe, 
Ne'er to peep forth, but when thou, faint and weak, 
Want'st him to aid thee in thy regiment. 

 i.e., Hates. See note to "Merchant o[ Venice," act v. 
sc. I. 
 [Old copy, lli1)porlatos. The emendation was suggested 
I,y CoIlicr.] 
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an embassage to you from the cranes. Gentlemen 
(for kings are no better), certain humble animals, 
called our actors, commend them unto you ; who, 
what offence they have committed I know not 
(except it be in purloining some hours out of Time's 
treasury, that might have been better employed) 
bttt by me (the agent of their imperfections) they 
humbly crave pardon, if haply some of their terms 
have troll awry, or their tongaes stumbled unwit- 
tingly on any man's content. In much corn is 
.some cockle; in a heap of coin here and there 
piece of copper: wit hath his dregs as well as 
wine; words their waste, ink his blots, every 
speech his parenthesis ; poetical fury, as well crabs 
as sweetings for his summer fruits. Vemo sapit 
omdbus ]wris. Their folly is deceased ; their fear 
is yet living. :Nothing can kill an ass bat cold: 
cold entertainment, discouraging scoffs, authorised 
disgraces, may "kill a whole litter of young asses 
of them here at once, that hath travelled thus far 
in impudence, only in hope to sit a-sunning in yoar 
srailes. The Romans dedicated a teraple to the 
fever qurtan, thinking it some great god, because 
it shook them so ; and another to ill-fortune in 
Esquiliis,  mountain in Rome, that it shouhl not 
plague them at cards and dice. $oar grace's 
frowns are to them shaking fevers ; your least dis- 
favours the greatest ill-fortane that may betide 
them. They can build no temples but themselves 
and their best endeavours, with all prostrate reve- 
rence, they here dedicate and offer up wholly 
your service. S/s boo, us, O, folixque ttis.  To nmke 
the gods merry, the celestial clown Vulcan tuued 
his polt foot to the measures of Apollo's lute, aud 

t , Deus, Deus, i||e, Mena|ca ! 
8is bonus o fvlixque tuis." 
Virgil " Ecl." v. 61. 



THE DOWNFALL OF 
ROBERT EARL OF I-tUh'TINGTON. 



INTRODUCTION. 

" THE Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington" and 
"The Death of Robert Earl of Huntington "1 were both 
formerly ascribed to Thomas Heywood, on the always 
disputable authority of Kirkman the Bookseller. The 
discovery of the folio account-book of Philip Henslowe, 
proprietor of the Rose theatre on the ]ank-side, enabled 
Malone to correct the error. 2 The following entries in 
Henslowe's IISS. contain the evidence upon the sub- 
ject :-- 
"Feb. 1597-8.--The first part of Robin Hood by Anthony 
]Iundy. 
"The second part of the Downfall of Earl Huntington, 
sirnamed Robinhood by Anthony 5Iundy and Henry 
Chettle." 
It is to be observed that what Henslowe mentions as 
"the second part of the Downfall of Earl Htmtington" 
is in fact the play called on the printed title-page 

1 lIalone originally supposed the plays to be by Heywood, 
and so treated them. In the last edit. of Shakespeare l,y 
Boswell (iii. 99) the mistake is allowed to rcmain, and in a 
note also "The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington" is 
quoted as Heywood's production. 
 Ritson, in his "Robin Hood," I. li. et seq., gives some 
quotations from them, as by hlunday and Chettle. 
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"The Death of Robert Earl of Huntington." Hence 
we find that Anthony Munday wrote the .[rst ]aart or 
" Downfall" alone, and the second lart or "Death" in 
conjunction with Henry Chettle: nevertheless there is 
a memorandum by Henslowe, by which it seems that 
Chettle had something to do also with the first lart. 
It is in these terms:-- 

" Lent unto Roharte Shawe the 18 of l%vemb. 1598, to 
rend unto /tr Cheattle upon the mending of The 
First Part of Robart Hoode, the sum of 

The Iomt here mentioned was perhaps in anticipa- 
tion of" the mending ;" and Malone subsequently met 
with the following notice: "For mending of Robin 
Hood for the Corte ;" which might be written after the 
improvements, considered necessary before the perform- 
ance of the play at Court, had been completed. 
Anthony Munday must have been born in 1553, for 
the monument to him in the Church of St Stephen, 
Coleman Street, states, that at the time of his death, 
lOth August 1633, he was eighty years old. From the 
iuscription we likewise learn that he was "a citizen 
aud draper." In 1589 he lived in tl:e city, and dates 
his translation of "The History of Palmendos" "from 
my house in Cripplegate." That he carried on the busi- 
ness of a draper, or bad some connection with the trade 
as late as 1613, may be gathered ttront the following 
passage at the close of "The Triumphs of Truth," the 
city paant for that year, by Thomas l[iddleton: 
"The fire-work being made by Maister Humphrey 
1N'ichols, a man excellent in his art; and the whole 
work and body of the Triumph, with all the proper 
beauties of the workmanship, most artfully and faith- 
fully performed by John Grinkin ; and those furnished 
with allarel and porters by Anthony Iunday Gentle- 
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extracts may be seen in 3Jr A. Chalmers' "BiooTaphical 
Dictionary," and elsewhere) with having been " first a 
stage-player and afterwards an apprentice,  and after 
being "hissed from the stage" and residing at Rome, 
with having returned to his original occupation. Mun- 
day himself admits, in the account he published of 
Edmund Campion and his confederates, that he was 
' some time the Pope's scholar in the Seminary of 
Rome,  but always stoutly denied that he was a Romall 
Catholic. Perhaps the most curious tract upon this 
subject is that entitled, "A Lreefe and true reporte of 
the Execution of certaine Traytours at Tiborne the 
xxviii, and xxx dayes of May I58-o.. Gathered by A. L 
who was there present." He signs the Dedication at 
length "A. Munday," and mentions that he had been a 
witness against some of the offenders. The persons he 
saw executed -ere, Thomas Foord, John Shert, IRobert 
Johnson, Villiam Filbie, Luke Kirbie, Lawrance lich- 
ardson, and Thomas Cottom ; and he seems to have been 
publicly employed to confute them at the foot of the 
gallows, and to convince the populace that they were 
traitors and Papists, denying the supremacy of Queen 
Elizabeth. He there had a long dispute with Kirbie 
upon matte of fact, and, according to his own showing, 
was guilty while abroad, at least of a little duplicit T. 
He notices having seen Captain Stukely at Rome, who 
was killed at the ]attle of Alcazar in 1578. In the 
conclusion he promises his "English Romaine Lyre " 
"so soon as it can be printed," in vhich he purposes to 
disclose the "Romish and Sathanical juglings" of the 
Jesuits. 
]Iunday was a very voluminous author in verse and 
prose, original and translated, and is certainly to be 
reckoned among the predecessors of Shakespeare in 
dramatic composition- His earliest work as far as can 
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he now ascertained, was "The ][irror of Mutability," 
1579, when he vas in his 26th year : he dedicates it to 
the Earl of Oxford, and perhaps then belonged to the 
company of players of that nobleman, to which he had 
agahx attached himself oft his returrt from Italy.  The 
Council Registers show that this nobleman had a com- 
pany of players under his protection in 1575.. ]Iunday's 
"Banquet of Dainty Conceits" was printed in 1588, and 
we partieularise it, because it was unknown to Ames, 
Herbert, and Ritson. Catalogues and speeinens of his 
other undramatic works may he found in "Bil,liograi,h i 
Poetica, Censura Lterar a, "British Bibliographer," 
&e. The earliest praise of lIunday is contained in 
Webbe's "Discourse of English Poetrie," 1586, where 
his "Sweete Sobs of Sheepheardes and Nymphes" is 
especially pointed out as "very rare poetrie." Francis 
leres, in 1598 (" Palladis Tamia," fo. 283, b.), emunerat- 
ing many of the best dramatic poets of his day, including 
Shakespeare, Heywood, Chapman, Porter, Lodge, &c., 
gives Anthony Munday the prai.se of being "our best 
plotter," a distinction that excited the spleen of ]3en 

 On the title-page of his translation of "Palmerin of 
England," the third par of which bears date in 160_ o, he is 
called "one of the ]Iessengers of her .Izjesty's Chamber ;" 
but how, and at what date he obtained this "small court 
appointment," we are without information. Perhaps it was 
given to him as a reward for his services in 1582. 
 lIunday did not always publish under his own name, and 
according to Riton, whose authority has often been quoted 
on this point, translated "The Orator, written in French by 
Alexander Silvayn," under the name of Lazarus Piot, from 
the dedication to vhich it may be inferred that he had been 
in the army. "A ballad made by Ant. Iunday, of the en- 
couragement of an English oldier to his fellow mates," was 
liceneed to John Charlewood, in 1579. 
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Jonson in his "Case is Altered," more particularly, as 
he was omitted. 
N'early all the existing information respecting Anthony 
Munday's dramatic works is derived from Henslowe's 
papers, t At what period he began to -rite for the stage 
cannot be ascertained : the earliest date in these IISS. 
connected with his name is December 1597 ; but as he 
was perhaps a member of the Earl of Oxford's theatrical 
company betbre he went abroad, and as he was certainly 
at Rome prior to 1578 it is likely that he was very early 
the author of theatrical performances. In the old cata- 
logues and in Langbaine's "Momus Triumphans" 1688 
a piece called "Fidele and Forunatus" is mentioned, 
and such a play was entered at Stationers' Hall, Nov. 
12, 1584. There is little doubt that this is the same 
production two copies of which have been disco-ered, 
with the running title of "Two Italian Gentlemen," 
that being the second title to "Fidele and Fortu- 
nat-us" in the legister. "Both copies are without 
title-pages; but to one of them is prefixed a dedi- 
cation signed A. M., and we may with tolerable cer- 
tainty conclude that Anthony Munday was the author 
or translator of it, and that it was printed about the 
date of its entry on the Stationers' Books. It is pretty 
evident that the play now reprinted from the only 
known edition in 1601 was 'ritten considerably before 
1597-8 the year when it is first noticed in the accounts 
of the proprietor of the Rose. The story is treated 
with a simplicity bordering upon rudeness and lis- 
torical facts are perverted just as suited the purpose of 
the writer. Whether we consider it as contemporary 

] [See the more copious Inemoir of blunday by ]Ir Collier, 
prefixed to the Shakespeare Soeiety' edit. of his "John-a- 
Kent," &c., 1851.] 
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with, or preceding the productions of the same class by 
Shakespeare, it is a relic of high interest, and nearly 
the sylvart portions of the play, in which Robin Hood 
and his "merry men" are engaged, are of no ordinary 
beauty. Some of the serious scenes are also extremely 
well written, and the blank-verse, interpersed with 
rhymes, as was usual in our earlier dramas, by no means 
inharmonious. 
The subsequent catalogue of plays which Munday 
wrote, either alone or in conjunction with others, is 
derived from the materials supplied by Malone. 
1. Mother Redcap, by Anthony hfunday and Michael 
Drayton. December 1597. Not printed. I 
9.. The Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntington, by 
Anthony Munday. February 1597-8. Printed in 16Ol. 
3. The Death of Robert Earl of Huntington, by 
Anthony Munday and Henry Chettle. February 
1597-8. Printed in 1601. 
4. The Funeral of Richard Cordelion, by Robert 
Wilson, Henry Chettle, Anthony Munday, and Michael 
Drayton. May 1598. Not printed. 
5. Valentine and Orson, by Richard Hathwaye and 
Anthony Munday. July 1598. ot printed. 
6. Chance lIedley, by Robert Wilson, Anthony 3fun- 
day, Michael Drayton, and Thomas Dekker. August 
1598. :Not printed. 
7. Owen Tudor, by Michael Drayton, Richard 
Hathwaye, Anthony ]funday, and Robert Wilson. 
January 1599-1600. :Not printed. 
8. Fair Constance of Rome, by Anthony Munday, 
Richard Hathwaye, Michael Drayton, and Thomas 
Dckker. June 1600. 1Not printed. 

 That is, no printed copy has yet been discorered, 
although it may have passed through the press. 
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9. Fair Constance of Rone, Part II., by the same 
authors. June 16o0. lTot printed. 
10. The Rising of Cardinal Wolsey,  by Anthony 
Munday, ]Iichael Drayton, Henry Chettle, and Went- 
worth Smith. :November 12, 1601. :Not priuted. 
11. Two Harpies, by Thomas Dekker, 31ichael Dray- 
ton, Thomas ]Iiddleton, John Webster, and Anthony 
3Iunday. 3Iay 16o2. :Not printed. 
12. The Widow's Charm, by Anthony Munday. July 
1602. Printed in 167, as hIalone conjectured, under 
the title of "The Puritan or Widow of Watling Street," 
and ascribed to Shakespeare. 
13. The Set at Tennis, by Anthony ]Iundav. 
December 1602. :Not printed. 
14. The first part of the Life of Sir John Oldcastle, 
by Anthony 3lunday, hIichacl Drayton, Robert Wilson, 
and Richard Hathwaye. 
Of the last, two editions were pulflishcd in 160, the 
one with, and the other without, the name of Shake- 
speare on the title-page; but Mr hIalone discovered, 
from the Re, stets of the Stationers' Company, that he 
was not concerned in it. Whether Munday wrote any 
plays subsequent to the date to which Henslowe's papers 
extend, is not known. 
Such particulars as have come down to us regarding 
Henry Chettle will be prefixed to "The Death of the 
Earl of Huntington," the second part of the I)lay now 
reprinted. 

a In Henslowe's ISS. this play is also called, " The First 
part of Cardinal Wolsey." 
u In 1620 was printed "The World toss'd at Tennis, by 
Thomas Iiddleton and William Rowley." Perhaps it is the 
same play, and Munday had a share in the authorahip of it. 
[This is not at all probable.] 
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KELTON. 
IR JOIDI ELTH[. 
KING RICHARD THE FIRST. 
PRINCE JOHN. 
ROBERT ]ARL OF HUNTINGTON. 
LI'fTLE JOHN. 
SCARL-T. 
SCATHLOCK. 
FtlAR TUCK. 
MUCH, the Clown. 
LEICESTE 
ALISBUR. 
CHESR. 
SEHTLOE. 
FITZWATE 
Lcv. 
SIR HUGH LAc. 
SIR GILBERT BROUGHTON. 
BSHOP OF ELY. 
PRIOR OF YORK. 
JUSTCZ WA. 
WABAN8 COUSIN. 
RALPH. 
Jailor of ttingam, 3er; Messenger, Eoy, Colller, &c. 
QUEEN ELIOR. 

There is no list of characters prefixed to the old copy. 



THE DOWNFALL OF 
ROBERT EARL OF HU/  T1NGTON. 

ACT I., SCENE 1. 

Enter SIR JOHN ELTIA]I, and Izoc]cs at SKELTON'S 
door.  

Sn Jox. How, Master Skelton ; what, at study 
hard  [Operas he door. 
SKEL. Welcome and wish'd-for honest Sir John 
Eltham. 
I have sent twice, and either time he miss'd 
That went to seek you. 
ELT. So full well he might : 

1 This forms the Induction to the play, which purports 
to have been written to be performed before Henry VIII., 
by Sir Thomas Mantle, who performed Robin Hood. by Sir 
John Eltham,who played the part of Little John, by Skelton, 
who acted Friar Tuck, by "Little Tmcy," as he is called, 
who supported the character of ]Iaid ]larian, and others, 
whose names are not mentioned. The whole is only sup- 
posed to be a rehearsal prior to the representation of the 
piece before the king, and in the course of it Skelton and 
Sir John Eltham have various critical and explanatory 
interlocutions. Skelton, it will be observed, also under- 
takes the duty of interpreting the otherwise "inexplicable 
dumb-show." The old copy is not divided into acts and 
scenes. 
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nler [ARIAN. 1 

MAR. Why is my lord so sad ] wherefore so soon, 
So suddenly, arose ye from the board ? 
Alas, my Robin ! wlmt distempering grief 
Drinks up the roseate colour of thy cheeks l 
Why art thou silent ? answer me, my love. 
Ro. H. Let him, let him, let him make thee as 
sad. 
He hath a tongue can banish thee from joy, 
And chase thy crimson colour from thy cheeks. 
Why speak'st thou not ? I pray thee, Little John, 
Let the short story of my hmg distress 
Be utter'd ila a word. What, mean'st thou to 
protract ? 
Wilt thou not speak ? then, Marian, list to me. 
This day thou wert a maid, and now a spouse, 
Anon, poor soul, a widow thou must be ! 
Thy Robin is an outlaw, Marian ; 
His goods and land must be extended on, 
Himself exil'd from thee, thou kept from him 
By the long distance of unnumbered miles. 
[,S'he sinks i his arms. 
Faint'st thou at this ? speak to me, Marian : 
My old love, newly met, part not so soon ; 
We have a little time to tarry yet. 
M,rt. If but  little time, let me not stay. 
Part we to-d,y, then will I die to-day! 
LIT. Jonx. For shame, my lord ! with courage 
of a nmn 
Bridle this over-ieving p,ssion, 
Or else dissemble it to comfort her. 
Roe. H. I like thy counsel. Marian, clear these 
clouds, 

x ]latilda is here, and elsewhere, called Marian, before in 
fact she takes that name ; and after she has assumed it, it 
the course of the phy she is frequently called Matihln. 
VOL. VIII. H 
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Go in, good love : thou as the chorus shalt 
Express the meaning of my silent gTief, 
Vhich is no more but this: I only mean 
(The more to honour our right noble friend.s) 
Myself in person to present some scenes 
Of tragic matter, or perchance of mirth, 
Even such as first shall jump with my conceit. 
MA. May I be bold thou hast the worst 
expressed ? 
LIT. JOHN. Fair mistress, all is true my lord 
hath said. 
tI, o]. H. It is, it is. 
t, LxR. Speak not so hollow then : 
So sigh and sadly speak true-sorrowing men. 
RoB. H. Believe me, love, believe me (I beseech), 
t, ly first scene tragic is, therefore tragic speech 
And accents filling woful action, 
I strive to get. I pray thee, sweet, 
Go in, and with thy sight appease 
The many doubts that may arise. That done, 
Be thou their usher, bring them to this place, 
And thou shalt see me with a lofty verse 
Bewitch the hearers' ears, and tempt their eyes 
To gaze upon the action that I use. 
MA. If it be but a play, I'll play my part : 
But sure some earnest gTief affrights thy 1 heart. 
LIT. JOHN. Let me entreat ye, madam, not to fear, 
For, by the honesty of Little John, 
It's but a trac scene we have in hand, 
Only to fit the humour of the queen, 
Who is the chiefest at your troth-plight feast. 
MAR. Then will I fetch her highness and the 
rest. [Exit. 
RoB. H. Ay, that same jealous queen, whose 
doting age 

[Old copy, ny.] 
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For hired ye were last night, I know it, I, 
To be my guests, my faithless guests this day, 
That your kind host you trothless might betray. 
But hence, and help the Sheriff at the door, 
Your worst attempt. Fell traitors, as you be, 
Avoid, or I will execute ye all 
Ere any execution come at me ! [They run away. 
They run t away, so ends the tragedy. 
(A side) Marian, by Little John, my nfind you know : 
If you will, do ; if not, why be it so. 
[Offers to go 
Qu. ELIN. o words to me, Earl Robert, ere 
you go ? 
ROB. H. O, to)'our highness ? yes ; adieu, proud 
queen ; 
Had not you been, thus poor I had not been. [Exit. 
Qu. ELIN. Thou wrong'st me, Robert Earl of 
Huntinon, 
And were it not for pity of this maid, 
I would revenge the words that thou hast said. 
:hItR. Add not, fair queen, distress unto distress, 
But, if you can, for pity make his less. 
Qu. ELIN. I can and will forget deserving hate, 
And give him comfort in this woful state. 
Marian, I know Earl Robert's whole desire 
Is to have thee with him from hence away ; 
And though I lov'd him dearly to this day, 
Yet since I see he deadlier loveth thee, 
Thou shalt have all the furtherance I may. 
Tell me, fair girl, and see thou truly tell, 
Whether this night, to-morrow, or next day, 
There be no 'pointment for to meet thy love ? 
MXR. There is, this night there is, I will not lie ; 
And, be it disappointed, I shall die. 
Qu. ELIN. Alas, poor soul ! my son, Prince John, 
my son, 

[Old copy, ran.] 
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CHF_.S. Some other course than war let us 
bethink : 
If it may be, let not uncivil broils 
Our civil hands defile. 
ELY. God knows that I 
For quiet of the realm would aught forbear : 
But give me leave, my noble lord, to fear, 
When one I dearly lov'd is murdered 
Under the colour of a little wrong 
Done to the wasteful Earl of Huntinou ; 
Vhom John, I -know, doth hate unto the death, 
Only for love he bears to Lacy's daughter. 
CHES. My lord: it's plain this quarrel is but 
pick'd 
For an inducement to a greater ill ; 
But we will call the council of estate, 
At which the Mother Queen shall present be : 
Thither by summons shall Prince John be call'd, 
Leicester, and Lacy, who, it seems, 
Favour some factious purpose of the prince. 
ELY. You have advised well, my Lord of 
Chester ; 
And as you counsel, so do I conclude. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter ItOBIN HOOD and [ATILDA at one door; 
LITTLE JOHN alu/ 3IL-cH tle Miller's son 
at another door. 

MJCH. Luck, I beseech thee, marry and amen '. 
Blessing betide them ! (it be them indeed) 
Ah, for my good lord and my little lady ! x 

[Old copy, A]t, my good Lord, for, d'c.] 
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RoD. H. What, Much and John ! well-met in this 
ill time. 
LIT. JoHn. In this good time, my lord, for, 
being met, 
The world shall not depart us till we die. 1 
MAT. Say'st thou me so, John ? as I am true 
maid, 
If I live long. well shall thy love be paid. 
Mr'oH. Well, there be on us, simple though we 
.tand here, have as much love in them as Little 
John. 
]IAT. ]Iuch, I confess thou lov'st me very 
much, 
And I will more reward it than with words. 
MucH. Nay, I know that ; but we nfiller's chil- 
dren love the cog a little, and the fair speaking. 
Rog. H. And is it possible that Warman's spite 
Should stretch so far, that he doth hunt the lives 
(f bonny Scarlet and his brother Scathlock. 
]IUCH. O, ay, sir : V'arman came but yesterday 
to take charge of the jail at Nottingham, and thi. 
,lay he says he will hang the two outlaws, tie 
means to set them at liberty ! 
M.T. Such liberty God send the peevish wretch, 
]n his most need. 
]OB. H. Now, by my honour's hope, 
Yet buried in the low dust of disgrace, 
He is to blame. Say, John, where must they 
die ? 
LT. Jom. Yondefs their mother's house, and 
here the tree 
Whereon, poor men, they must forego their lives : 
And yonder comes a lazy losel friar, 
That is appointed for their confessor ; 

 i.e., Shall not separate us till we die. See Gifford's note 
to "The Renegado."--iasinger's Works, ii. 136. 
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SCATIL Warman, good words, for all your bitter 
deeds : 
Ill-speech to wretched men is more than needs. 

Eter :RALPH, 

RAL. Sir, retire ye, for it hath thus suc- 
ceeded : the carnifex or executor, riding on an ill- 
curtal, hath titubated or stumbled, and is now 
cripplified, with broken or fractured tibiards, and, 
sending you tidings of success, saith yourself must 
be his deputy. 
WAn. Ill-luck! but, sirrah, you shall serve the 
turn : 
The cords that bind them you. shall hang them in. 
RAL. How are you, sir, of me opinionated '. not 
to possess your seneschalship or shrievalty, not 
to be Earl of .Nottingham, will Ralph be nomi- 
nated by the base, scandalous vociferation of a 
hangman ! 

'nter I)OBIN HOOD, like at old man. 

ROB. H. qaere is the Shrieve, kind friends, I 
you beseech ? 
With his good worship let me have some speech. 
FnAn. There is the Sheriff, father : this is he. 
Ron. H. Friar, good alms and many blessings ! 
thank thee. 
Sir, you are welcome to this troublous shire : 
Of this day's execution did I hear. 
Scarlet and Scathlock murder'd my young son : 
Me have they robb'd and helplessly undone. 
Revenge I would, but I am old and dry: 
Wherefore, sweet master, for saint Charity, 
Since they are bound, deliver them to me, 
That for my son's blood I reveng'd may be. 
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TreK. I will be kind. 
JEN. Will not your -kindness -kill her  
TUCK. With love  
JEN. You cog. 
TUCK. Tat, drl, I am no miller : 
Hear in your ear. 
DON. The Friar courts her. [StandSg behind. 
PltIon. Tush, let them alone ; 
He is our Lady's Chaplain, but serves Joan. 
DoN. Then, from the Friar's fault, perchance, it 
may be 
The proverb grew, Joan's taken for my lady. 
Fr, Ior,. Feace, good Sir I)oncaster, list to the 
end. 
Jr.N. :But mean ye faith and troth  shall I go 
wi' ye ? 
TUCK. Upon my faith, I do intend good faith. 
JEN. And shall i have the plus and laces too, 
If I bear a pedlar's pack with you ? 
TUCK. As I am holy Friar, Jenny, thou shalt. 
JEN. Well, there's my hand; see, Friar, you do 
not halt. 
TUCK. Go but before into the miry mead. 
And keep the path that cloth to Farnsfield lead ; 
i'll into Southwell and buy all the knacks, 
That shall fit both of us for pedlar's packs. 
JEN. "Yho be they two that yonder walk, I 
pray ? 
TUCK. Jenny, I know not : be they what they 
may, 
Scare not for them ; pq, thce, do not stay, 
But make some speed, that we were gone away. 
JEN. Well, Friar, I trust you that we go to 
Sherwood. 
TIycK. Ay, hy my beads, and unto Robin Hood. 
JEN. ]Iake speed, good Friar. 
TucK. Jenny, do not fear. [Exit JENNY. 
Lord Prior, now you hear, 
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As much as I. Get me two pedlar's packs, 
Points, laces, looking-glasses, pins and knacks ; 
And let Sir Doncaster with some wight lads 
Follow us close ; and, ere these forty hours, 
Upon my life Earl Robert shall be ours. 
PRIOR. Thou shalt have anything, my dearest 
Friar ; 
And in amends I'll make thee my sub-prior. 
Come, good Sir Doncaster, and if we thrive, 
We'll frolic with the nuns of Leeds, belive, x 
[Fxeunt. 

'nter FITZWATER, like an old man. 

FITZ. Well did he write, and mickle did he 
know, 
That said this world's felicity was woe, 
Which greater states can hardly undergo. 
Whilom Fitzwater, in fair England's court, 
Possess'd felicity and happy state, 
And in his hall blithe fortune kept her sport, 
Which glee one hour of woe did ruinate. 
Fitzwater once had castles, towns, and towers, 
Fair gardens, orchards, and delightful bowers ; 
But now nor garden, orchard, town, nor tower, 
Hath poor Fitzwater left within his power. 
Only wide walks are left me in the worhl, 
Which these stiff limbs will hardly let me tread ; 
And when I sleep, heaven's glorious canopy 

x Mr Todd, in his " Dictionary," thus explains the word 
belh'e : "Speedily, quickly; it is still common in West- 
moreland for presently, which sense, implying a little delay, 
like our expression of by and by, was formerly the general 
acceptation of the word." Spenser uses it not unfre- 
qnently-- 
, Perdie. :r Knight." said then the enchanter b liw, 
 l'hat shall 1 shortlj, purchase to j, our bond." 
" Faerie Queene," b. ii. c. iii. t. 18. 
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RoB. H. Pedlar, I prTthee set thy pack down 
here : 
Marian shall buy, if thou be not too dear. 
TucK. Jenny, unto thy mistress show thy pack. 
Master, for you I have a pretty knack, 
From far I brought, please you see to the same. 
[Exeunt ROBIN HOOD, ]IARIAh', and FITZVATER. 

Enter SIR DONCASTER and otler, weaponed. 1 

FRIAR. Sir Doncaster, are not we pedlar-like ? 
Do'. Yes, passing fit ; and yonder is the bower. 
I doubt not we shall have him in our power. 
FRIAR. You and your company were best stand 
close. 
DON. What shall the watchword be to bring us 
forth ? 
FRkJt. Take it, I pray, though it be much more 
worth : 
When I speak that aloud, be sure I serve 
The execution presently on him. 
Do'. Friar, look to't. 
F..R. ow, Jenny, to your song. [Sings. 

Lnter 3IARAN, ROBIN. 
MAR. Pedlar, what pretty toys have you to sell  
FRR. Jenny, unto your mistress show your 
ware. 
MXR. Come in, good woman. [Exeunt. 
FRIAR. lasr, look here, , 

a The old copy here repeats, in part, the preceding staee 
direction, via., nter lriar llke a ledlar, and Jenny, 
which must be an error, as they are already on the tage ; 
in fact, only Sir Doneaster and his armed followers enter. 
The exit of Robin Hood, with Iarian and Fitzwater, is not 
noticed. 
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And God give ear, 
So mote I the,t 
To her and me, 
If ever we, 
Robin, to thee, 
That art so free. 
hIean treache ry. 
ROB. H. On, pedlar, to thy pck ; 
If thou love me, my love thou shalt not lack. 
FRIAR. hIaster, in brief, 
There is a thief, 
That seeks your grief. 
God send relief 
To you in need. 
For a foul deed, 
If not with speed 
You take good heed, 
There is decreed. 
In yonder brake 
There lies a snake, 
That means to take 
Out of this wood 
The yeoman good, 
Call'd Robin Hood. 
ROB. H. Pedlar, I prythee be more plain. 
What brake what snake what trap ? 
train ? 
FRI.R. Robin, I am a holy friar, 
Sent by the Prior, 
Who did me hire, 
For to conspire 
Thy endless woe 
And overthrow : 
But thou shalt know, 
I am the man 
Whom Little John 
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what 

i.e., Thrive. 
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JOHN. Thou thy good lord betrayedst, 
And all the world for money thou wilt sell. 
W,tR. What says the queen ? 
QUEEN. Why, thus I say: 
Betray thy master, thou wilt all betray. 
\V,tR. My Lords of Chester and of Salisbury ! 
BoTt. Speak not to us : all traitors we defy. 
WKR. Good my Lord Prior ! 
PRIOR. Alas ! what can I do ? 
WArt. Then I defy the world! yet I desire 
l'our grace would read this supplication. 
[JOHN tea(Is. 
JOHN. I thought as much: but, Yfarman, dost 
thou think 
There is one moing line to mercy here ? 
I tell thee, no ; therefore away, away ! 
A shameful death follows thy longer stay. 
WAR. O poor, poor man ! 
Of miserable miserablest wretch I am. [/:t'it. 
JOHN. Confusion be thy guide ! a baser slave 
Earth cannot bear : plagues follow him, I crave. 
Can any tell me if my Lord of York 
Be able to sit up ? 
QUEEN. The Archbishop's grace 
Was reasonable well even now, good son. 
S.ta. And he desir'd me that I should desire 
Your majesty to send unto his grace, 
]f any matter did import his presence. 
JOHN. We will ourselves step in and visit him. 
Mother and my good lords, will you attend us ? 
PRIOR. I gladly will attend your majesty. 
JoHn. Now, good lord, help us ! When I said 
good lords, 
I meant not you, Lord Prior : lord I know you are, 
But good, God knows, you never mean to be. 
[xeunt JOHN, QUEEN, CHESTER, SALISBURY. 
PRIOR. John is incens'd; and very much, 1 doubt, 
That villain Warman hath accused me 
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PRIOR.t ,Vhat then, thou villain  Get thee from 
my sight ! 
They that wish plagues, plagues will upon them 
ght. 

Lnter another SERVANT. 

PRIOR. ,Vhat are your tidings ? 
SERV. The convent of St Mary's are aoTeed, 
And have elected in your lordship's place 
Old father Jerome, who is stall'd Lord Prior 
By the new Archbishop. 
PRIOR. Of York, thou mean'st ? 
A vengeance on him ! he is my hope's foe. 

HERALD. 

HER. Gilbert de Hood, late PHor of Saint 
Mary's, 
Our sovereign John commandeth thee by me, 
That presently thou leave this blessed land, 
Defiled with the burthen of thy sin. 
All thy goods temporal and spiritual, 
With free consent of Hubert Lord [of] York, 
Primate of England and thy ordinary, 
He hath suspended, and vowed by heaven 
To hang thee up, if thou depart not hence 
Without delaying or mo question. 
And that he hath good reason for the same, 
He sends this writing 'firm'd with Varman's 
hand, 
And comes himself; whose presence if thou stay, 
I fear tlfis sun will see thy dying day. 
PRIOR. O, Varman hath betray'd me! woe is 
me ! 

i These two lines clearly belong to the Prior, though the 
old copy omits his name before them. 
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Enter JoItN, QUEE.', CHESTER, SALISBURY. 
JOHN. Hence with that Priori sirrah, do not 
speak : 
3Iy eyes are full of wrath, my heart of w/eak, 1 
Let Leicester come : his haught heart, I am sure, 
Will check the kingly course we undertake. 
[Exet cure PRIOR. 
Enter LEICESTER, drum and anciett. 
JOHN. Welcome from war, thrice noble Earl of 
Leicester, 
Unto our court : welcome, most valiant earl. 
LEL Your court in England, and King Itiehard 
gone ! 
A -king in England, and the "king from home ! 
This sight and salutations are so strange, 
That what I should I know not how to speak. 
JOHN. What would you say ? speak boldly, we 
entreat. 
LEL It is not fear, but wonder, bars my speech. 
I muse to see a mother and a queen, 
Two peers so great as Salisbury and Chester, 
Sit and support proud usurpation, 
And see King Riehard's crown worn by Earl John. 
(rEEN. He sits as viceroy and a[s] substitute. 
 'HES. He must and shall resign, when Richard 
comes. 
SL. Chester, he will, without your must and 
shall. 
LEL Whether he will or no, he shall resign. 
JOHN. You know your own will, Leicester, but 
not mine. 
LEL Tell me among ye, where is reverend Ely, 
Left by our dread king as his deputy ? 
JOHN. Banish'd he is, as proud usurpers should. 

 t.e.," Vengeance. 
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LEI. Pride then, belike, was enemy to pride : 
Ambition in yourself his state envied. 
Where is Fitzwater, that old honour'd lord ? 
JOHN. Dishonour'd and exil'd, as Ely is. 
LEI. Exil'd he may be, but dishonour'd never! 
He was a fearless soldier and a virtuous scholar. 
But where is Huutington, that noble youth  
CriEs. Undone by riot. 
LEI. Ah ! the greater ruth. 
JoaN. Leicester, you question more than doth 
become you. 
(In to the purpose, why you come to us. 
LEI. I come to Ely and to all the slate, 
Sent by the king, who three times sent before 
To have his ransom brought to Austria: 
And it" you be elected deputy, 
Do as you ought, and send the ransom-money. 
JOHN. Leicester, you see I am no deputy ; 
And Richard's ransom if you do require, 
Thus we make answer : Richard is a kiug, 
In Cyprus, Acon, Acre, and rich Palestiue. 
To get those -kingdoms England lent him men, 
And many a million of her substance spent, 
The very entrails of her womb were rent : 
No plough but paid a share, no needy ban[l, 
But from his poor estate of penury 
Unto his voyage offer'd more than mites, 
And more, poor souls, than they had might to spare. 
Yet were they joyful ; fr still flying news 
And lying I perceive them now to be 
Came of King Richard's glorious victories, 
His conquest of the Soldan, * and such tales 
As blew them up with hope, when he return'd, 
He would have scatter'd gold about the streets. 
LEI. Do princes fight for gold ? O leaden 
thought ! 

[Old copy, ,Souldans.] 
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Your father knew that honour waz the aim 
Kings level at. By sweet St John, I swear, 
You urge me so, that I cannot forbear. 
What do you tell of money lent the king, 
When first he went into this holy war, 
As if he had extorted from the poor, 
When you, the queen, and all that hear me speak, 
Know with what zeal the people gave their 
goods. 
Old wives took silver buckles from their belts ; 
Young maids the gilt pins that tuck'd up their 
trains ; 
Children their pretty whistles from their necks, 
And every man what he did most esteem, 
Cr3.'ing to soldiers, "Wear these gifts of ours." 
This proves that Pichard had no need to wrong, 
Or force the people, that with willing hearts 
Gave more thar was desiFd. And where you say, 
You [do] guess Richard's victories but lies, 
I swear he wan rich Cyprus with lfis sword ; 
And thence, more glorious than the guide of 
Greece, 
That brought so huge a fleet to Tenedos, 
He saird along the Mediterran sea, 
Where on a sunbright morning he did meet 
The warlike Soldan's 1 well-prepared fleet. 
O, still, methinks, I see Ing Richard stand 
In his gilt armour stain'd with Pagan's blood, 
Upc,n a galley's prow, like war's fierce god, 
And on lfis crest a crucifix of gold ! 
O, that day's honour can be never told ! 
Six times six several brigantines he boarded, 
And in the greedy waves flung wounded Turks ; 
And three times thrice the winged galley's banks 
(Wherein the Soldan's son was admiral) 
In his own person royal Richard smooth'd, 

 In the old copy soldiour's. 
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Were both in Austria. Richmond, comfort me, 
And tell me where he is, and how he fares. 
0, for his ransom, many thousand cares 
Have me afflicted. 
Rtcrr. Leicester, he is come to London, 
And will himself to faithless Austria, 
Like a true king, his I, romis'd ransom bear. 
LEt. At London, say'st thou, Richmond ? is he 
there ? 
Farewell : I will not stay to tell my wrongs 
To these pale-colour'd, heartless, guilty lords. 
Idchmond, you shall go with me : do not stay, 
And I will tell yon wonders by the way. 
Rrcr[. The king did doubt you had some injury, 
And therefore sent this power to rescue ye. 
LEt. I thank his grace, hIadam, adieu, adieu. 
I'll to your son, and leave your shade with you. 
[Exent. 
JOHN. Hark how he mocks me, calling me your 
shade. 
Chester and Salisbury, shall we gather power, 
And keep what we have got 
CHES. And in an hour 
Be taken, judd, and 'headed with disgrace. 
Salisbury, what say you 
SAL. My lord, I bid your excellence adieu. 
I to King Richard will submit my knee : 
I have good hope his grace will pardon me. 
CriES. And, Salisbury, I'll go along with thee. 
Farewell, Queen ]Iother; fare you well, Lord 
John. 
JOHN. ]Iother, stay you. 
QUEES. Not I, son, by Saint Anne. 
JOHN. Will you not stay 
QUEEN. Go with me : I will do the best I may 
To beg my son's forgiveness of my son. [Exit. 
JoHs. Go by yourseff. By henven, 'twas 'long 
of you 
VOL. VIII. 
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As pass the danger-threatening Huntington ; 
For, having many outlaws, they'll think me 
By my attire one of their mates to be. [Exit. 

SCENE 

Enter SCARLET, LITTLE JohN, and FRIAR TUCK. 
FRIAR. Scarlet and John, so God me save, 
No mind unto my beads I have : 
I think it be a luckless day, 
For I can neither sing nor say ; 
Nor have I any power to look 
On portace or on matin book. 
SCAR. What is the reason, tell us, Friar ? 
FRIAI And would ye have me be no liar ? 
LIT. JOHN. NO. God defend that you should lie : 
A churchman be a liar ?--fie ! 
FRIAR. Then, by this hallow'd crucifix, 
The holy water and the pix, 
It gTeatly at my stomach sticks, 
That all this day we had no gues', 1 
And have of meat so many a mess. 

3luclt brings out ELY, like a countryraan with a 
basket. 

lt'cn. Well, and ye be but a market, ye are 
but a market-man. 
ELY. I am sure, sir, I do you no hurt, do I ? 
Sc.,.R. We shall have company, no doubt: 
My fellow ]Iuch hath found one out. 
FRIAR. A fox, a fox ! as I am friar, 
Much is well worthy of good hire. 

 Guests were often formerly spelt guess, whether it were 
or  ere not necessary for the rhyme. 
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FRIAR. My master's service bids me answer no, 
Yet love of holy churchmen wills it so. 
Well, good my lord, I will do what I may 
To let your holiness escape away. 

Enter ROBIN HoOD alu/LITTLE JOHN. 1 

Here comes my master : if he question you, 
Answer him like a plain man, and you may pass. 
ELY. Thanks, Friar. 
FRIAR. O, my lord thinks me an ass. 
RoB. H. Friar, what honest man is there with 
thee  
FRIAR. A silly man, good mater. I will speak 
for you : 
Stand you aloof, for fear they note your face. 
[1'o :ELY. 
:Master, in. plain, 
It were but in vain, 
Long to detain 
With toys or with babbles, 
With fond, feigned fables ; 
But him that you see 
In so mean degree 
Is the Lord Ely, 
That help'd to exile you, 
That oft did revile you. 
Though in his fall 
His train be but small, 
And no man at all 
Will give him the wall, 
Nor lord doth him call, 
Yet he did ride, 
On jennets pied, 
And knights by his side 

 The stage direction in the original is only Enter 
.Robin. 
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Which till you see, 
Be ruled by me : 
Sit patiently, 
And give a plaudite, 
If anything please ye. 

[ Exent. 

ACT V., SCENE I. 

Fnter WARMAN. 

WAR. Banish'd from all, of all I am bereft '. 
No more than what I wear unto me left. 
O wretched, wretched grief, desertful fall ! 
Striving to get all, I am reft of all. 
Yet if I couhl awhile myself relieve, 
Till Ely be in some place settled, 
A double restitution shouhl I get, 
And these sharp sorrows, that have joy 
press'd, 
,hould turn to joy with double interest. 

sup- 

'ter a GENTLEMAN, Warrna's 
Aud in good time, here comes my cousin War- 
mail, 
Whom I have often pleasur'd in my time. 
His house at Bingham I bestow'd on him, 
And therefore doubt not, he will give me house- 
room. 
Good even, cousin. 
Cot. O cousin Waman, what good news with 
you ? 
WAd. ther so far a-foot walk you in Sher- 
wood ? 
Cou. I came from Rotherham ; and by ther 
Farnsfield 
Iy hor did tire, and I walk'd home a-foot. 
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JOHN. Be not offended that I touch thy shrine ; 
Make this hand happy : let it fold in thine. 

Enter OBIN :HooD, :FITZWATER, :ELY', WARMAN. 
ROB. H. What saucy woodman, Marian, stands 
so near ? 
JOHN. A woodman, Robin, that would strike 
your deer 
With all his heart, lay, never look so strange, 
You see this tic -kle world is fifll of change : 
John is a ranger, man, compell'd to range. 
FITZ. You are young, wild lord, and well may 
travel bear. 
JOHN. What, my old friend Fitzwater, are you 
there ? 
And you, Lord Ely ? and old best-betruss'd ?  
Then I perceive that to this gear we must. 
A mess of my good friends ! which of you four 
Will purchase thanks by yielding to the king 
The body of the rash, rebellious John ? 
Will you, Fitzwater ? 
FITZ..No, John, I defy 2 
To stain my old llands in thy youthful blood. 
JOHN. ]'OU will, Lord Ely ; I am sure you will. 
:ELY. Be sure, young man, my age means thee 
no ill. 

 [Query, best banged ? He refers to the ex-sheriff.] 
 Defy is here used in the sense of refuse, which as not 
uncommon : thus in the "Death of Robert Earl of Hun- 
tington," we have this passage, "Or, as I said, for ever 1 
defy your company." In the " Four 'Prentices of London," 
act i. sc. l, the old Earl of Boulogne says 
" Vain pleasures I abhor, all things defy, 
That teach not to dspair, or bow to die." 
Other instances are collected in a note to the words, "I do 
defg thy conjuration," from "Romeo and Juliet," act v. 
sc. 3. 
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To us came royal Richard from his train, 
For a great train of his is hard at hand, 
And questioned us if we serv'd Robin Hood  
I said we did ; and then his majesty, 
Putting this massy chain about my neck, 
Said what I shame to say, but joy'd to hear. 
Let Scarlet tell it, it befits not me. 
ScAI. Quoth our good king, Thy name is Litth. 
John, 
And thou hast long time serv'd Earl Huntington : 
Because thou left'st him not in misery, 
A hundred marks I give thee yearly fee, 
And from henceforth thou shalt a squire be. 
IIucH. O lord, what luck had I to run away ! 
I should have been made a knight or a lady, 
sure. 
SCAR. Go, said the king, and to your master 
say, 
Richard is come to call him to the court, 
And with his kingly presence chase the clouds 
Of grief and sorrow, that in misty shades 
Have veil'd tlm honour of Earl Huntington. 
Ro]. H. Now God preserve him ! hie you back 
again, 
And guide him, lest in bypaths he mistake. 
lIuch, fetch a richer garment for my father ; 
Good Friar Tuck, I prythee rouse thy wits : 
Warman, visit mine uncle and Sir Doncaster, 
See if they can come forth to grace our show. 
God's pity, lIarian, let your Jenny wait. 
Thanks, my lord chancellor, you are well pre- 
par'd; 
And, goo4 Prince John, since you are all in 
green, 
Disdain not to attend on Robin Hood : 
Frolic, I pray ; I trust to do ye good. 
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And to approve it, may it please your grace, 
But to accept such presents at the hand 
Of your poor servant as he hath prepar'd. 
You shall perceive the Emperor of the East, 
Whom you contended with at Babylon, 
Had not such presents to present you with. 
KING. Art thou so rich  swift,  let me see thy 
#fts. 
ROB. H. First, take again this jewel you had 
lost, 
Aged Fitzwater, banished by John. 
KING. A gem indeed! no prince hath such it 
one. 
Good, good old man, as welcome unto me 
, cool fresh air in heat's extremity. 
FITZ. And I as glad to kiss my sovereign's 
hand, 
As the wreck'd swimmer, when he feels the land. 
QUEEN. Welcome, Fitzwater, I am glad to see 
you. 
Frrz. I thank your grace : but let me hug these 
twain, 
Leicester and Richmond, Christ's sworn champions, 
That follow'd Richard in his holy war. 
RICH. Noble Fitzwater, thanks, and welcome 
both. 
LEL 0 God, how glad I am to see this lord ! 
I cannot speak, but welcome at a word. 
Ron. H. Next, take good Ely in your royal 
hands, 
Who fled from death nd most uncivil bonds. 
KNG. Robin, thy gifts exceed. Morton, my 
chancellor ! 
In this man giv'st thou holiness and honour. 
ELY. Indeed he gives me, and he gave me life, 
:Preserving me from fierce pursuing foes. 

[Old copy, s,,,eet.] 
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ROB. H. Now please my king to enter Robin's 
bower, 
And take such homely welcome as he finds, 
It shall be reckon'd as my happiness. 
KING. With all my heart. Then, as combined 
friends, 
Go we together : here all quarrel ends. [Exeunt. 

][anent SIR JOIIN ELTHAM and SKELTON. 

SIR JOlIN. Then, Skelton, here I see you will 
conclude. 
KEL. And reason good : have we not held too 
long  
Sift JOHN. h'o, in good sadness, I dare gage my 
life, 
His highness will accept it very kindly : 
But, I assure you, he expects withal 
To see the other matters tragical, 
That follow in the process of the story. 
Wherein are many a sl accident, 
Able to make the stoutest mind relent : 
I need not name the points, you know them all! 
From Marian's eye shall not one tear be shed ? 
Skelton, i' faith, 'tis not the fashion. 
The king must grieve, the queen nmst take it ill : 
Ely must mourn, aged Fitzwater weep, 
Prince John, the lords, his yeomen nmst lament, 
And wring their woful lmnds for Robin's woe. 
Then must the sick man, fainting by degrees, 
Speak hollow words, and yield his Marian, 
Chaste maid Matilda, to her father's hands ; 
And We her, with King Fichard's full consent, 
His lands, his goods, late seiz'd on by the Prior, 
Now by the Prior's treason made the kins. 
Skelton, there are a many other things, 
That ask long time to tell them lineally ; 
But ten times longer will the action be. 
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SKEL. Sir John, i' faith, I know not what to do, 
And I confess that all you say is true. 
Will you do one thing for me I Crave the "king 
To see two parts: say, 'tis a pretty thing. 
I know you can do much  if you excuse me, 
While Skelton lives, Sir John, be bohl to use me. 
SIxt. JoN. I will persuade the king  but how 
can you 
Persuade all these beholders to content l 
SKEL. Stay, Sir John Eltham : what to them I 
say, 
Deliver to the king from me, I pray. 
Well-judging hearers, for a while suspend 
]%ur censures of this play's unfinish'd end, 
And Skelton promises for this offence 
The second part shall presently be penn'd. 
There shall you see,  late my friend did note, 
King Richard's revels at Earl Robert's bower ; 
The purpos'd mirth and the performed moan ; 
The death of Robin and his murderers. 
For interest of your stay, this will I add: 
King Richard's voyage back to Austria, 
The swift-returned tidings of his death, 
The manner of his royal funeral. 1 
Then John shall be a lawful crowned king, 
But to Matilda bear unlawful love. 
Aged Fitzwater's final banishment  
His piteous end, of power tears to move 
From marble pillars. The catastrophe 
Shall show you fair Matilda's tragedy, 
Who (shunning John's pursuit) became a nun, 

 It will be seen from the introduction to this play, that 
BIunday and others, according to Henslowe, wrote a separate 
p|ay under the title of "The Funeral of Richard Cor- 
delion."' [The latter drama was not written till some 
months after this and the ensuing piece, and was intended 
as a sort of sequel to the plays oa the history of Robin 
Hood.] 
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tISXRX" CrErTLE, who certainly joined Anthony 3Inn- 
day in writing "The Death of Robert Earl of Hun- 
tington," 1 if he did not also assist in penning "The 
Downfall of Robert Earl of Huntinon," was a very 
prolific dramatic author, l[alone erroneously states 
that he was the writer of, or was concerned in, thirty 
/,lays; according to information which he himself 
furnishes, forty-two are, either wholly or in part, to be 
assigned to Chettle. The titles of only twenty-live are 
inserted in the " 13iographia Dramatica." The i)roof of 

 Two lines in the Epilogue might be quoted to show that 
.rely one author was concerned in 
,' Thus is Matilda's story shown in act, 
And rongh-hewn out by an uncunning hand." 
But probably the assertion is not to be taken strictly ; or 
it be, it will not prove that Chettle had no hand, earlier or 
later, in the authorship. Mr Gifford in his Introduction to 
Ford's Works, vol. i. xvi., remarks very. truly, that we are 
not to suppose from the combination of names of authors 
"' that they were always simultaneously employed in the pro- 
duction of the same play ;" and/Iunday, who was perhaps 
an elder poet than Chettle, may have himself originally 
written both parts of "The ]ari of Huntington, the con- 
ncetion of Chettle with them being subsequent, in making 
alterations or adapting them to the prevailing taste. 
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friend Robert Greene, on September 3d, 1592, he speaks 
generally of his connection with the dramatic poets of 
that day, as ff it were not newly formed. Malone sup- 
posed that Shakespeare, with whom Chettle had then 
recently become acquainted, was alluded to in the same 
tract. In "England's Mourning Garment" Chettle 
addresses a stanza to "silver-tongued Melicert," [whom 
some critics have supposed to be Shakespeare. But thi. 
is mere conjecture.] 
Francis Meres, in his often-quoted "Palladis Tamia" 
(1598), includes Chettle in a long list of other writer. 
t',r the stage, as "one of the best for comedy ;" but ia 
arlier works upon the poetry and literature of Eng- 
land, such as Webbe's " Discourse" in 1586, and Put- 
tenham's "Art of English Poesie" in 1589, he is not 
nlentioned. 
Henslowe's list of plays, with the authors' na]ne. 
attached, as [edited by Mr Collier], begins [in Feb- 
ruarv 1591--2 ;] and there the first mentio of Chettle 
is in February 1597-8: between that date and March 
160-2-3, a period of little more than five years, lm 
wrote, or assisted in writing, all the dramatic per- 
formances with which his name is associated; a fact 
of itelf sufficient to show, if Henslowe be accurate, 
that in many of them his share must have been very 
inconsiderable, perhaps only amounting to a few altera- 
tions. They are the following, exclusive of those pieces 
already enumerated, in which he was concerned with 
Munday : 
1. The Valiant Welchman, by Michael Drayton and 
Henry Chett]e, February 1597-8. Printed in 1615. - 

Introduction to "Downfall of lobert Earl of Huntmg- 
on," pp. 101, 102. 
With the lettcrs R. A. on the title-page. [But surely it 



INTRODUCTION. 

Matilda. Robert Davenport's Tragedy of "King Jt,hn 
and Matilda," printed in 1655, goes precisely over the 
same ground, and with many decided marks of imita- 
tion, especially in the conduct of the story. Daven- 
port's production is inferior in most respects to 
earlier work of ('hettlc and lIunday. 



DRAMATIS PERSONAE.' 

PRICZ JOhn, ofterwards K;n 9. 
RoBE% Earl of Huntington. 
LITTL JOH$. 
SCATHLOCK. 
SCL. 
F TUCK. 
[VCH, tle Clown. 
ISHOP OF ELY. 
ALISBURY. 
LEICESTER. 
RWaMOV. 
FITATER. 
YOUNG FITATEIt, 
VINCHESTER. 
BRUCE. 
Yov BnccE. 
Boy, on of dy Bruce. 
OXFORD. 
H U BERT. 
OVILE. 
Payor OF YOaK. 
JUSTICE WARMAY. 
SIR DONCASTER. 
WILL 
+tlas% Mssengers, ldlers, d-e. 
Qv MoraEa. 

There is no list of characters prefixed to the old 4',. 
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PIOR. As yesterday 
Sir Doncaster and I rid on our way, 
Thieves did beset us, bound us, as you saw, 
And among other things did take from me 
This rich confection : but regardlessly, 
As common drink, they cast into a bush 
The bottle, which this day Sir Doncaster 
Fetch'd, and hath left it in the inner lodging. 
I tell you, nephew (I do love you well). 
A pint of this ransom'd the Sophy's son 
When he was taken in Natolia. 
I meant, indeed, to give it my liege lord, 
In hope to have his favour ; but to you 
I put myself : be my good friend, 
And, in your own restoring me restore. 
Rot,. H. Uncle, I will; you need urge that no 
more. 
But what's the virtue of this precious drink ? 
PIOR. It keeps fresh youth, restores diseased 
sight, 
Helps nature's weakness, smooths the scars ot 
wounds, 
Aud cools the eutrails with a balmy breath, 
When they, iy thirst or travail, boil with heat. 
NoB. H. Uncle, I thank you : pray you, let me 
have 
A cup prepared 'gainst the king comes in, 
To cool his -heat : myself will give it him. 
Pmr,. And when he drinks, be bold to say, hc 
drinks 
A richer draught than that dissolved pearl, 
Which Cleopatra drank to Antony. 
RoB. H. I have much business: let it be your 
charge 
To make this rich draught ready for the king, 
And I will quit it ; pray ye, do not fail. [Exit. 
PRIOR. I warrant you, good nephew. 
DON. Better and-better still ! 
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Who, with Sir Doncaster, were here with me, 
And all tozether went for such a drink. 
K.'. Well, in a better time it could not come, 
For I am very hot and passing dry. 

Enter ]OBIN HOOD, with a cup, a towel, leadin.q 
DONCASTER : TUCK and 3IUCH pulling the Pr.IOR. 
RO. H. Traitor I'll draw thee out before the 
king. 
FA. Come, murderous Prior. 
MUCH. Come, ye dog's face. 
K. Why, how now, Robin  Where's the 
drink you b6ng ? 
Ro. H. "Lay hold on these  
Far be it I should bring your majesty 
The drink these two prepared for your task. 
KNG. Why, Robin Hood ? be brief and answer 
I am amazed at thy troubled looks. 
Ro. H. Long 11 not my ill-looks amaze your 
ce ; 
I sholy look never to look again. 
hIAR. 'ever to look What, will it still be 
night] 
If thou look never, day can never be. 
%at ils my Robin  Wherefore dost thou faint  
RoB. H. Because I cannot stand : yet now I can. 
[KN ad IA:AN snpport him. 
Thanks to my ng, and thanks to Marn. 
KN. Robin, be brief, and tell us what hath 
chanc'd. 
Ro. H. I must be brief, for I am sure of death, 
Before a long tale can be half-way told. 
FITZ. Of death, my son  bright sun of all my j%v  
Death cannot have the power of  tuous life. 

Over.] 
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ROB. H..N'ot o'er ] the virtues, but the life it can. 
KING. What, dost thou speak of death l how 
shouldst thou die ? 
ROB. I-l. By poison and the Prior's treachery. 
Qu..,. Why, take this sovereign powder at 
my hands : 
Take it, and live in spite of poison's power. 
DON. Ay, set him forward. Powders, quoth 
ye ? hah ! 
1 am a fool, then, if a little dust, 
The shaving of a horn, a Bezoar stone,  
Or any antidote have power to stay 
The execution of my heart's resolve. 
Tut, tut ! you labour, lovely queen, in vain, 
And on a ih,nkless groom your toil bestow. 
Now hath your foe revend you of your foe : 
lobin shall die, if all the world said no. 3 
MaR. How the wolf howls ! Fly, like a tender 
kid, 
Into thy shepherd's bosom. Shield me, love ! 
Canst thou not, Robin ? Where shall I be hid l 
O God ! these ravens will seize upon thy dove. 
ROB. H. They cannot hurt thee ; pray thee, do 
not fear : 
Base curs will couch, the lion being near. 

 [Old copy, of.] 
" Formerly considered an antidote for poison. Sir 
Thomas Brown was not prepared to contradict it:he 
says, that "Lapis Lasuli hath in it a purgative faculty, we 
know: that Bezoar ia antidotal, Lapis Judaicus diuretical, 
Coral antipileptmal, we will not deny."--" Vulgar Errors," 
edit. 1658, p. 104. He also (p. 205) calls it the Bezoar 
nut, "for, being broken, it discovereth a kernel of a legu- 
minous smell and taste, bitter, hke a lupine, and will swell 
and sprout if set in the ground." Harts-horn shavings 
were also considered a preservative against poison. 
 [From what follows presently it may be inferred that the 
king temporarily retires, although his exit or withdrawal is 
not marked.] 
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After this body's bitter punishment, 
There is an ever-during endless woe, 
A quenchless fire, an unconsuming pain, 
Which desperate souls and bodies must endure. 
DoN. Can you preach this, yet set me on, Sir 
Prior, 
To run into this endless, quenchless fire ? 
PRIOR. High heavens, show mercy to my many 
ills ! 
_N'ever had this been done, but like a fiend 
Thou temptedst me with ceaseless devilish 
thoughts. 
Therefore I curse with bitterness of soul 
The hour wherein I saw thy baleful eyes. 
My eyes I curse for looking on those eyes ! 
My ears I curse for hearkening to thy tongue ! 
I curse thy tongue for tempting of mine ears ! 
Each part I curse, that we call thine or mine ; 
Thine for enticing mine, mine following thine 
DON. A holy prayer. What collect have we next 
[This time ROBIN stirs. 
FITZ. My Marian wanteth words, such is 
woe ; 
But old Fitzwater, for his girl and him, 
:Begs nothing but world's plague for such a 
Which causeless harm'd a virtuous nobleman, 
A pitier of his griefs, when he felt grief. 
Therefore, bethink thee of thy hateful deed, 
Thou faithless Prior, and thou this ruthlvs 
thief. 
PRIOR. Will no man curse me, giving so much 
cause ? 
Then, Doncaster, ourselves ourselves accume, 
And let no good betide to thee or me ! 
[All the Yeomen, FRIAR, hIucH, JENNY 
ALL. Amen, amen ! accursed may he be 
For murdering Robin, flower of courtesy. 
[ROBIN sits up. 
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Weep, weep, ye woodmen, wail, 
Your hands with sorrow wring ; 
Your master Ifobil Hood lies dead, 
There.fore sigh as you 
tlere lie his primer awl his beads, 
His bent bow and his arrows keen, 
His good sword and his hol.q cross ." 
flow cast on flowers fresh and green ; 
And as they fall, shed tears and sag, 
Wella, wella-day / wella, wella-doy : 
Thus cast ye flowers and sing, 
And o to WakeM take your 
[Exet. 
Fah. Here doth the Friar leave with griev- 
ance ; 
Robin is dead, that graced his entrance, 
And being dead, he craves his audience 
With this short play they would have patience.  

CHESTER. 

CHES. Nay, Friar, at the request of thy kind 
friend, 
Let not thy play too soon be at an end. 
Though Robin "Hood be dead, his yeomen gone, 
And that thou think'st there now remains not ,me 
To act another scene or two for thee, 
Yet know full well, to please this company, 
We mean to end MatiMa's tragedy. 

 The first act has already occupied too much space, but 
it was difficult to divide it : in fact, as Friar Tuck says, it is 
a "short play," complete in itself. What follows is an i- 
duction to the rest oi the story, the Friar continuing on the 
tage after the others have gone out. 
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And whither is this worshipful good earl 
(This first love, old love, new love, if you will) 
|-;one, thinks your ladyship  forsooth, good man, 
To Normandy ; and there he stirs up coals, 
And urgeth strong aid for confederates 
Who, ,as he says, are treacherously disposed. 
QUEEN. If he do so, the greater is his sin. 
Poor man. I have no interest in him. 
KING. But he hath had in you, as it should 
Seel/l 
Else would he not make sonnets of your brow, 
Your eye, your lip, your hand, your thigh. 
A plague upon him ! how came he so nigh ? 
Nay, now you have the curs'd quean's counterfeit : 
Through rage you shake, because you cannot rave. 
But answer me : why should the bedlam sla e 
Entitle a whole poem to your kiss, 
Calling it cherry, ruby, this and this ? 
I tell you, I am jealous of your love, 
Which makes me break into this passion. 
Here's the -kind noble Aubery de Vere 
Knows what I speak is true. 
lIy lord, my lord ! I do appeal to you, 
Are these things to be borne  
S.L. No, by the rood : 
These love-rh3anes are the tokens of small good. 
HUB. Why, my good lord, was never poetry 
[7)ffer'd unto a |ady's patronage ? 
S.L. Yes, but not taken, x 
HL-B. Yes, and taken too. 
Though moody .o slaves, whose balladising rhymes 
With words unpolish'd show their brutish thoughts, 
Naming their maukins s in each lustful line, 

 [Accepted.] 
ffi [Old copy, muddy.] 
a [A very uuusual phrase, which seems to be used here in 
the sense of masculine lxions or ro,vertie.] 
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KING. Well, say I have her tongue, had I n0,t 
need, 
When you have both her eyes, nay, all her shape, 
Able to tempt even Job himself to rape ? 
MtT. Good my lord, leave, or I will leave the 
place. 
[Dace again; and it tIw first course [ATILDA 
flings from him : JOHN follows. 
FITZ. Dance out your galliard : God's dear holy- 
bread ! 
Y' are too forgetful. Dance, or, by my troth, 
You'll move my patience more than I will speak. 
[She unwilling, JoHN roughly pulls her. 
Nay, soft, unmanner'd sir: you are too rough : 
Her joints are weak, your arms are strong and 
tough. 
If ye come here for sport, you welcome be ; 
If not, better your room than such bad company. 
[JOHN threatens hi by signs. 
Dost threaten me  then will I see thy face. 
KING. And so thou shalt. Look on me, rebel 
lord ! 
Thou that wert late a factious ringleader, 
And in the open field gay'st me fierce fight : 
Art thou again gathering another head, 
That with such rudeness thou dost entertain 
The gentle coming of thy sovereign  
FITZ. My dread lord, hear me, and forgive this 
fault, 
What I have erst done, long since you forgave : 
If I did lead the barons in the field, 
The barons chose me, when they could not choose 
]3ut make some leader, you were so misled. 
When better thoughts enter'd your royal breast, 
We then obey'd you as our sovereign head. 
KING. You did even what you list, and so d, 
still : 
I am the king, but you must have your will. 
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Pardon me, sovereign ; all my power is yours ; 
My goods you may command, my life you may : 
My children too, I know, with both their lives 
Will readily adventure death's worst wrongs, 
To do such service as true subjects should ; 
But honourable fame, true chastity-- 
KI.G. Make no exceptions : yield her up to me, 
Or look for ever for my enmity. 
IITZ. Nay, then, Fitzwater tells your majesty, 
'ou do him wrong ; and well will let you wit, 
He will defend his honour to the death. 
KING. And, Bruce, you are no otherwise dis- 
posed : 
Vou will not give your sons to me for pledge. 
BRUCE. I have but one, being my lesser boy, 
Who is at Guildford : for my other son-- 
KING. He braves me with the rest. 
Well, it is night, and there's no sun to swear by, 
But God's  son, and by him I here protest 
A miserable storm this night to raise 
That shall not cease, while England giveth rest 
To such vile traitors. Bruce, I'll begin with you; 
I will, i' faith, as true as God is true. 
[Exit KING, cure suis. 
LEI. Then shall a storm be rais'd against a 
storm, 
And tempest be with tempest beaten hack. 
FITz. But this firm island, like the sea, will toss. 
And many goodly buildings go to wrack ; 
Many a widow weep her dying son, 
And many a mother to her weeping babes 
Cry out uncomfortably, "Children, peace, 
Your crying unto me is all in vain, 
Dead is my husband, your poor father slain 
Young B. We cannot help it, uncle. 
RICH. o, you see 

[01d copy, by God's.] 
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MAT. I am not she ; you see I am not she : 
I am not ravish'd yet, as Helen was. 
I know not what will come of John's desire, 
That rages like the sea, that burns like fire. 
QUEEN. Plain John, proud Joan! I'll teat" 
your painted face. 
Thus, thus 121 use you. [Scratcltes 

Enter SALISBURY. 

]IAT. DO, do what you will, 
SAL. How goes this gear ha! foul fall so ful 
deed ! 1 
Poor chaste child of Fitzwater, dost thou bleed ? 
By God's bless'd mother! this is more than need ; 
And more, I tell you true, than I would bear, 
Were not the danger of the camp so near. 

Enter a ESSENGER. 
Msq. My lord, the foes have gathered head : 
Lord Bruce, the father, joineth with the son. 
SAL. Vhy, here's the matter: we must spend 
our time 
To keep your nails from scratching innocence, 
Which should have been bestow'd for our defence. 
Vhat shall we now do ? Help me, holy God! 
The foe is come, and we are out of rank. 
['ris : QUEEN ta'en, ATILDA re$cted. 

Enter OLD BRUCE wounded, led by his ,on, and 
LEICESTER. 

BRUCE. Is the field ours ? 
YOUNO B. Ay, thanks to noble Leicester. 
BRUCE. Give God thanks, son:be careful to 
thy mother ; 

[Old copy, a deed.] 
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Even when your last alarum frighted us, 
And by her kindness fell into your hands. 
LEL Which kindness we return : Madam, be free. 
Soldiers, conduct the queen whither she please. 
QUEEN. Farewell, Matilda ; if I live, believe 
I will remember this. O, how I grieve 
That I should wrong so innocent a maid! 
Come, lady, old Fitzwater is not far : 
He'll weep to see these scars, full well I know. 
MAT. Would I were from this woful worhl of 
war ! 
Sure I will 'scape, and to some nunnery go. 
[Exe,t. 

SCENE V. 

Enter KING, A_LISIURY, UBERT. 
KING. Had you her, then, had you her in your 
power ? 
SAL. Ay, marry had we : we had ta]en her. 
KING. O, had she been in mine, not all earth's 
power 
From my power shouhl have freed her ! 
SAL. You are a king, and high are princes' 
thoughts : 
It may be, with your sight you couhl have chas'd 
A host of armed men ; it may be so : 
But we, your subjects, did the best we could. 
Yet Bruce the father, backing Bruce the son. 
Scatter'd our troops, brought rescue to Matilda. 
And took your peerless queen their prisoner. 
KNG. On all the race of Bruces for this wrong 
I will have vengeance ! Hubert, call in 1],raml. 
[Exit HUI:ERT. 
My Lord of Salisbury, give us leave awhile 
To be alone. 
SSL. I will, my liege. Be you comforted ; 
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QUEEN. I told you, Salisbury, you mistook the 
king. 
S.kL. I did indeed. ]Iy liege lord, give me 
leave 
To leave the camp. " 
KING. Away, old fool ! and take with thee that 
trull ; 
For ff she stav 
S.L. Come', lady, come away, 
Tempt not his rage. Ruin wrath always brings : 
Lust being lord, there is no trust in kings. [Exeunt. 

Elter ]IOWBRAY. 

Mow. To arms, King John ! Fitzwater's field is 
pitch'd 
About some mile hence on a champain i plain. 
Chester hath drawn our soldiers in array : 
The wings already have begun the fight. 
KING. Thither we will with wings of vengeance 
y, 
And win Matilda, or lose victory ! [Exeunt. 

ACT IV., SCENE 

LADY BRUCE ar ]er BoY wth BRAND. 

LADY B. Why did my keeper put us in thy 
hands ? 
Wherein have we offended Blunt or thee? 
BRAND. YOU need not make these words : 
You must remove your lodging; this is all 
Be not afeard : come, come, here is the door. 
L.rv B. 0 God, how dark it is ! 

[i.e., Champion.] 
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'Mer LEICESTER, RICHMOND, FITZWATER. 
LEL 0 treble heat of honour, toil, and rage ! 
How cheers Earl Richmond ? Fitzwater, speak, 
old man. 
We are now near together : answer me. 
FITZ. Leicester, the more our woe, 
The likelier to be taken by the foe. 
RICH. O, let not such a thought abuse thy age ! 
We'll never yield us to the tyrant's rage. 
LEI. But if my girl be yielded-- 
If she be ! 
FITZ. Ay, ay-- 
There's no man but shall have his time to die. 
LEI. Now is our hour, which they shall dearly 
by. 

KING, HUBERT CHESTER, MOW-BRAY. 

RICH. Leicester, we'll stand like three batta- 
lions : 
What says our noble general thereto ? 
FITZ. Why, I say, do: 
[And] while I can. I'll keep my place with you. 
KING. How now, my bugbear, will you now 
submit  
LEI. To death, but not to thee. 
KI.G. Richmond, nor you  
RICH. Earl Richmond will not yield. 
KING. Methinks, Fitzwater, you should have 
more wit. 
FrTZ. If it be wit to live, I have no will ; 
And so in this my will o'errules my wit. 
KING. Alarum then! with weapons will we 
scourge 
Your desperate will, and teach ye to have wit. 
[Fight : drive back the KING. 
KING. Of high heroic spirits be they all. 



292 

THE DEATH OF ROBERT 

That without mercy you are sure of death 
Which I am sure, and well his highness knows. 
You do not fear at all), yet he gives grant, 
On just conditions you shall save your lives. 
FITZ. On no condition will I save my life, 
Except Matilda be return'd again, 
Unblemish'd, unabus'd ; and then I yield. 
HbB. She now is where she never will return 
FITZ. :Never ? O God ! is my Matilda dead  
HUB. Dead to the world ; dead to this woe she 
is. 
She lives at Dunmow, and is vow'd a nun. 
FITZ. Do not delude me, Hubert, gentle son. 
HV-B. By all the faith and honour of my kin, 
By my unstain'd allegiance to the ng. 
By my own word, that hath reproveless been. 
She is at Dunmow. 
FITZ. O, how came she there ? 
Ht. Yhen all these fields were walks for rage 
and fear : 
This howling like a head of hungry wolves,  
That, scudding as a herd of frighted deer : 
When dust, arising like a coal-black fog, 
From friend divided friend, join'd foe to foe, 
Yet neither those nor these could either know : 
Till here and there, through large wide-mouthed 
wounds, 
Proud life, even in the glory of his heat 
Losing possession, belch'd forth streams of blood. 
Vhose spouts in falling made ten thousand drops. 
And with that purple shower the dust allay'd-- 
At such a time met I the trembling maid ; 

1 IIead of hungry wolres is the reading of the original 
copy : a "heed" ofiungry wolres would scarcely be proper, 
but it may have been so written. [Head may be right, and 
we have not altered it, as the word is occasionally used to 
sgnify a gathering or foree.] 
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For I was still the watchman of thy tower, 
The keeper of foul worms from my fair ttower. 
But now no more, no more Fitzwater may 
Defend his poor lamb from the lion's prey-- 
Thy order and thy holy prayers may. 
To help thee thou hast privilege by law; 
Therefore be resolute, and nobly die ! 
Abhor base lust, defend thy chastity. 
KINO. Despatch, Fitzwater: hinder not thy 
child : 
Many preferments do on her await. 
FITZ. Ay, girl, I know thou shalt be offer',l 
wealth, 
WILich is a shrewd enticement in sad want, 
Great honours to lift up thy low estate, 
And glorious titles to eternise thee. 
All these do but ld over ugly shame ; 
Such wealth, my child, foreruns releaseless need, 
Such honour ever proves dishonourate. 
For titles, none comes near a virtuous name : 
O, keep it ever, as thou hast ,lone yet ! 
And though these dark times should forget thy 
praise, 
An age will come that shall eternise it. 
Bid me farewell, and speak it in a word. 
LtT. Farewell, dear father. 
FITZ. O, farewell, sweet child. 
My liege, farewell: Leicester, Richmond, Hubert, 
Chester and Mowbray, friends and foes, farewell. 
Matilda, see thou keep thy spotless fame, 
And live eternis'd, else die soon with shame. 
[Exit. 
MAT. Amen, amen : father, adieu, adieu ! 
Grief dwells with me, sweet comfort follow you ! 
ABB. Come, daughter, come. This is a woful 
sight, 
When good endeavours are oppress'd by might. 
[Exent from above ABBESS, IIATILDA. 
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Yet I remember when his highness said, 
The lustful monk of Bury should him aid. 
Ay, so it is : if she have any ill, 
Through the lewd shaveling will her shame 
wrought. 
If it so chance, Matilda's guiltless wrong 
Will with the loss of many a life be bought. 
But Hubert will be still his dread lord's friend, 
However he deserves, his master serve ; 
Though he neglect, him will I not neglect : 
Whoever fails him, I will John affect ; 
For though kings fault  in many a foul offence, 
Subjects must sue, not mend with violence. 

SCENE III. 

Enter OXFORD, QUEEN. 
Ox. Now, by my faith, you are to blame. 
Ever tormenting, ever vexing you : 
Cease of these fretting burnouts : pray ye, do. 
Grief will not mend it ; nought ca pleasure you 
But patient suffering ; nor, by your grace's leave, 
Have you such cause to make such hue and cry 
After a husband ; you have not in good sooth. 
Yearly a child ! this payment is not bad. 
Content, fair queen, and do not think it strange, 
That kings do sometimes seek delight in change : 
For now and then, I tell you, poor men range. 
Sit down a little, I will make you smile. 
Though I be now like to the snowy Alps, 
I was as hot as AEtna in my youth ; 
All fire, i' faith, true heart of oak, right steel-- 
A ruffian, lady. Often for my sport 

[Axe faulty.] 
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MAT. No ; God's ace, holy monk. 
ION The king's grnce would fain do you good, 
fair maid. 
ILtT. Ill-good : he means my fame to violate. 
ABB. Well, let that be. 
BRAND. Good bawd, good mother B.  
How fain you would that that good deed shouhl 
be! [asi,le.] 
ABB. I was about to say somewhat upon a 
thing : 
O, thus it is. 
We maids that all the day are occupied 
In labour and chaste, hallow'd exercise, 
Are nothing so much. tempted, while day lasts, 
As we are tried and proved in the night. 
Tell me, Matilda, had you, since you came, 
No dreams, no visions, nothing worth the note ? 
Mar. :No, I thank God. 
ABB. Truly you will, you will, 
Except you take good heed, and bless yourself; 
For if I lie but on my back awhile 
:I am, past recovery, sure of a bad dream. 
You see yon reverend monk : now, God he knows, 
I love him dearer for his holiness, 
And I believe the devil knows it too ; 
For the foul fiend comes to me many a night, 
As like the monk, as if he were the man-- 
Many a hundred nights the nuns have seen, 
Pray, cry, make crosses, do they what they can-- 
Once gotten in, then do I fall to work, 
My holy-water bucket being near-hand, 
I whisper secret spells, and conjure him, 
That the foul fiend hath no more power to stand : 
He down, as I can quickly get him laid, 

1 [Query, mother Bawd ; or is some celebrated procuress of 
the time when this play was written and acted meant 
here ?] 
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I bless myself, and like a holy maid, 
Turn on my right side, where I sleep all night 
Without more dreams or troubling of the sprite. 
:BRAND. An abbess  By the cross of my good 
blade, t 
An excellent mother to bring up a maid ! 
For me, I mean, and my good master John ; 
But never any for an honest man. [Coughs. 
Now, fie upon that word of honesty, 
Passing my throat 't had almost choked me : 
'Sblood, I'll forswear it for this trick. [Aside.] 
]IoNK. We trifle time. Fair maid, it's thus in 
brief: 
This abbey by your means may have relief; 
An hundred marks a year. Answer, I pray, 
What will you do herein  
MAT. Even all I may. 
ABB. It's charitably spoken, my LMr child : 
A little thing of yours, a little help, 
Will serve the turn : learn but to bear--to bear 
The burden of this world, and it will do. 
BRAND. Well, go thy ways: is this no bawd, 
think you  [Aside.] 
MAT. Madam, the heavy burden of the world 
Hath long oppress'd me. 
.413. :But not press'd you right ; 
Now shall you bear a burden far more light. 
MAT. What burden-bearing ? whereto tends 
this talk ? 
MONK. To you, to us, this abbey, and King 
John. 
MAT. O God, forfend he should be thought upon ! 
MONK. Lady, make short: the king must lie 
with you. 

a To swear by the cross of the sword was a very common 
practice, and many instances are to be found in D. O. P. 
ee also notes to" Hamlet," act i. sc. 5. 
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BLUNT. NO: God can tell, 
It was surpris'd by politic report, 
And affirmation that your grace was slain. 
RICH. Go on, Sir William Blunt : 
Pass briefly to the lady's famishment. 
BLUNT. About some ten days since there came 
one Brand, 
Brining a signet from my lord the king, 
And this commission, signed with his hand, 
[Iords look, and read the thin.7. 
('ommanding me, as the contents express, 
That I should presently deliver up 
The Lady Bruce and her young son to him. 
Mow. What time o' day was this  
BLUNT. It was, Lord Mowbray, somewhat past 
eleven, 
For we were even then sitting down to dine. 
LEL But did ye dine  
BLUNT. The lady and her son did not. 
Brand would not stay. 
BRUCE. No, Leicester, no; for here is no such 
sign 
Of any meat's digestion. 
RIcI. But, by the way, tell us, I pray you, 
Blunt, 
While she remain'd with you, was she dis- 
traught 
With grief, or any other passions violent ? 
BLVd,. She now and then would weep, and often 
pray 
For reconcilement 'twixt the king and lords. 
CEs. How to her son did she affected 
stand ? 
BLUNT. Affection could not any more affect ; 
Sor might a mother show more mother's love. 
Mow. How to my lord the king ? 
BLUNT. 0 my Lord God ! 
I never knew a subject love king more. 
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QUEEN. Chaste virgin, thus I crown thee with 
these flowers. 
KING. Let us go on to Dunmow with this maid : 
Among the hallow'd nuns let her be laid. 
Unto her tomb a monthly pilgrimage 
Doth King John vow, in penance for this wrong. 
Go forward, maids; on with Matilda's hearse, 
And on her tomb see you engTaVe this verse. 
"Within this marble monument doth lie 
Matilda, martyr'd for her chastity." [Exeuat. 

]PILOGUS. 

Thus is Matilda's story shown in act, 
And rough-hewn out by an uncunning hand : 
Being of the most material points compact, 
That with the certain'st state of truth do stand. 

FINIS. 
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I came from Fortune, my most sovereign dame, 
Amongst whose chiefest selwants I am one : 
Fortune, that earthly goddess great of name, 
To whom all suits I do prefer alone. 
She, minding in this place forthwith t' appear, 
In her most gorgeous pomp and princely port, 
Sends me to see all things in presence here, 
Prepar'd and furnish'd in the bravest sort. 
Here will she mount this stately sumptuous throne, 
A.s she is wont to hear each man's desire : 
And whoso wins her favour by his moan, 
May have of her the thing he doth require. 
And yet another dame there is, her enemy, 
'Twixt whom remains continual emulation : 
Virtue who, in respect of Fortune's sovereignty, 
Is held, God wot, of simple reputation ; 
Yet hither comes (poor soul) in her deee, 
This other seat half-forced to supply : 
But 'twixt their state what difference will be, 
Yourselves shall judge and witness, when you see.. 
Therefore I must go deck up handsomely, 
What best beseems Dame Fortune's dignity. 
[Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Enter PRODIGALITY, POSTILION, and HOST. 
PRov. Postilion, stay, thou drugg'st on like an 
ass. 
Lo, here's an inn, which I cannot well pass : 
Here will we bait, and rest ourselves awhile. 
POST. Why, sir, you have to go but six small 
mile ; 
The way is fair, the moon shines very bright. 
Best now go on, and then rest for all night. 
PROD. Tush, Postil, fair or foul, or far or near, 
My weary bones must needs be rested here. 
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PROD. Nay, stay awhile, mine host; I pray 
thee, stay, 
Open the gate, I pray thee heartily, 
And what we take we will pay thee royally. 
HosT. And would ye have lodging then I 
PROD. Yea, rather than my life. 
HosT. Then stay a while ; I'll first go ask my 
wife. 
PROD. :Nay, nay, send her rather to me : 
]f she be a pretty wench, we shall soon aoTee. 
POST. :Now a bots  on him and his wife both 
tbr me ! [A side. 
HOST. Then you would have lodgings belike, sir ? 
PROD. Yea, 1 pray thee come quickly. 
HOST. What's your name, and please you ? 
PROD. Prodigality. 
HOST. And will you indeed spend lustily ? 
PROD. Yea, that I will. 
HOST. And take that ye find patiently ? 
PROD. What else ? 
HOST. And pay what I ask willingly ? 
PROD. Yea, all reckonings unreasonably. 
tIosT. Well, go too ; for this once I am content 
to receive ye : com on, sir, I daresay you are al- 
most weary. 
PIOD. Thou may'st swear it. [xent. 

,SCENE III. 

Fater "V'IP, TUE ad EQUITY. 

Vm. O most unhappy state of reckless humane 
kind ! 
dangerous race of man, unwitty, fond and blind ! 
wretched worldlings, subject to all misery, 

 [Po]. 
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To see his greedy gaping thus for gain, 
First hardly got, then kept with harder pain. 
As you ere long by proof shall see full plain. 
TEN'. This is mine old inn; here chill km,.k. 
Holla, ho ! 
HOST. What roister have we there, that ral,- 
peth so ? 
POST. How now, sirrah, what lack vou 
TEN. Lodging. 
POST. Lodng  there is none : all is fifll. 
TEN. How so  
POST. Ta'en up by gentlemen long ago. 
TEN. Let me yet have some room for mine ass. 
POST. Asius super axlnum, volitate ad furta. / 
HosT. Wh6 is that thou pratest therewithal ? 
POST. Look forth and see: a lubber, fat, great 
and tall, 
Upon a tired ass, bare, short and small. 
HOST. Ho, ho ! 'tis Tenacity, my old acquaintance. 
And to my wile of near alliance. 
Father Tenacity ! 
TEN. Mine host, God speed ! 
How do you ? Take in, ostler. 
OSTLER. Anon, sir. 
HOST. Chamberlain, wait upon my kindred here. 
Cnxxt. I will, sir. 

SCENE V. 

];'nter .-IONEY and VANITY. 

The Song. 
5ION. As light a a fly, 
In pleasant jollity : 
With mirth and melody, 
Sing M'oney, .lf oney, Moey .' 
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Then Fortune shall advance herself before. 
All harms to help, all losses to restore. 
But why do I myself thus long restrain 
From executing this I do intend ? 
Time posts away, and words they be but vain ; 
For deeds (indeed) our quarrel now must end. 
Therefore in place I will no longer stay 
But to my stately throne myself convey. 

ACT II., SCENE 1. 

Enter LIBERALITY. 

IIow seldom is it seen, that Virtue is regarded, 
()r men of virtuous sort for virtuous deeds r. 
warded ! 
,So wonts the world to pamper those that nought 
deserve, 
Whiles such as merit best, without relief do starve. 
Great imperfections are in some of greatest 
That colours can discern [uot], white from black. 
good from ill. 
O blind affects of men, how are you led awry. 
To leave assured good, to like frail Vanity ! 
If some of Virtue's train, for prince and country's 
good, 
To show their faithful hearts, shall hazard hfe and 
blood, 
And guerdonless depart, without their due reward, 
Small is th' encouragement, the example very hard. 
Where any well deserve, and are rewarded well, 
W-here prince and people both in safety sure do 
dwell, 
Where he that truly serves, hath nothing ft,r his 
pain, 
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PROD. Out upon thee, villain, traitor, thief. 
pickpur.se ! 
Thou penurious knave, caterpillar, anti what's 
worse ? 
Hast thou heard me say, that for money I went. 
And couldst thou creep so closely my purpose 
prevent ? 
By the life I live, thou shalt die the death. 
Where shall I first begin  above or beneath 
Say thy prayers, slave-- 
VAN. How now, my friends, what needs this 
variance  
Money comes not by force, money comes by chauce ; 
.4rod sith at one instant you both seek for money, 
Appeal both to Fortune, and then shall you try 
Whether either or neither may hit to have money. 
PROD. Gentleman, you say well: I know not 
your name ; 
But indeed for that purpose to Fortune I came 
For furtherance whereof if I might obtain 
Your friendly help, I would quit your pain. 
TEN. I am your old acquaintance, sir, rememl 
me. 
V.tN. Thee, quoth a  for thy large offers I may 
not forget thee. 
You be both my friends, and therefore indifferently 
I will commend you both to Fortune's courtesy. 
[To For,.] Lady most bright, renowmed god,less 
fair, 
Unto thy stately throne here do repair 
Two suitors of two several qualities, 
And qualities, indeed, that be mere contraries. 
That one is called wasteful Prodigality : 
This  one cleped covetous Tenacity. 
Both at once unto your royal majesty 
Most humbly make their suits for money. 

[Old copy, That. ] 
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FOR. Let's hear what they can say. 
PROD. Divine goddess, behold, with all humility 
For money I appeal unto thy deity ; 
Which, in high honour of thy majesty, 
I mean to spend abroad most plentifully. 
TEN. Sreet mistress, grant to poor Tenacity 
The keeping of this golden darling money : 
Chill vow to thee, so long as life shah dure, 
Under strong lock and key chill keep him vast 
and sure. 
VAN. Nay, pleaseth then your pleasant fantasy 
To hear them plead in musical harmony ? 
FoR. It 1]keth me. 
PROD. l'one better. 
TEll-. Well, though my singing be but homely, 
{'hill sing and spring 1 too, ere chud loose money. 
VA'. Well, to it, a God's name; let saying go 
than ;  
And each sing for himself the best he can. 

TFN. 

The Son. 
The tn'incely heart, that fi'eely specials, 
Relieves full many a thousand more, 
He #etteth praise, lee gaineth friends, 
A nd people's love procures therefore. 
But pinchin# fist, hat spareth all, 
O.f due relief the needy robs : 
Z'ought can be caught, where noughtdoth fall, 
There comes no good of greedy cobs. 
This issue therefore do 1 ma'e : 
The best deserver draw flee stake. 
Whilst thou dost spend with.friend and foe, 
At home che hold the plough by th' tail: 
Che do, che deh,e, che zet, cite zow, 
Che mow, &e reaI, che ply m3 flail. 

 [Daace.]  [Thea ] 
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But what account, how slight regard, is had of 
virtue here, 
By actions on this worldly stage most plainly doth 
appear. 
Men see without most just desert of virtue nought 
is got, 
To Fortune therefore fly they still, that giveth all 
by lot ; 
And finding Fortune's gifts so pleasant, sweet, and 
savoury', 
They build thereon, as if they should endure per- 
petually. 
But tiffs is sure, and that most sure, that Fortune 
is unsure, 
Herself most frail, her gifts as frail, subject to 
every shower ".' 
.and in the end, who buildeth most upon her surety, 
Shall find himself cast headlong down to depth of 
misery. 
Then having felt the crafty sleights of Fortune's 
fickle train, 
Is forc'd to seek hy virtue's aid to be relieved 
again. 
This is the end ; run how he list, this man of force 
must do, 
Unless his life be clean cut off, this man must 
come nnto : 
In time, therefore, man might do well to care for 
his estate, 
Lest, letted by extremity, repentance come to,) 
late. 

SCENE V. 
.Enter to LIBERALITY CAPTAIN WELIrDO.NE. 
Ca'. W. Sir, I beseech you, speak a good word 
for me to the prince, 
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That by her letters I may be commended to some 
province, 
Where service is to be had, either there to die with 
fame, 
Or else to get me somewhat, whereon to live with- 
out shame ; 
For beg I cannot, and steal I may not, the truth is 
so ; 
But need doth make, the proverb say'th, th'ohl 
wife to trot for woe. 
Yet whom stark need doth pinch, at length the 
devil drives to go : 
Therefore, I beseech you, pity his extremity, 
That would not make this suit without necessity. 
LIB. Who be you, my friend ? 
CAP. W. By birth a gentleman, by profession a 
soldier, 
Who, though I say it, in all our sovereign's war, 
With hazard of ny blood and life have gone as 
far, 
As haply some others, whose fortunes have beeu 
better : 
But I in service yet could never be a getter, 
Ne can I impute it but to mine own destiny : 
For well I know the prince is full of liberality. 
Lm. What is your name, sir ? 
CAP. W. My name is Well-done. 
LB. Are you Captain Well-done  
CaP. W. Though unworthy, sir, I bear that 
name. 
LB. Give me your hand, Captain Well-done, 
for your fame 
In feats of arms and service of your country 
I have heard oft ; you have deserved greatly ; 
Therefore think this that., as you merit much, 
So the consideration thereof shall be such, 
As duly doth pertain to your desert. 
Trust me, the prince herself, unmoved of my part, 
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LIB. And wouhl you so soon be preferred ? 
In sooth, my friend, I would be glad, as I may, 
To do you any good : but this I say : 
Who seeks by virtue preferment to attain, 
In virtuous proceeding must take more pain, 
Thau c.xn be well taken in a year or twah. 
For time gives experience of every man's deed.-:, 
And each man by merit accordingly speeds. 
Go forward, my friend, in virtue with diligence, 
And time, for your service, shall yield you recom- 
pence. 
Your lord and master is very honourable, 
And him in your suits you shall find favourable : 
And as for my part, as erst I did say, 
I never will hinder, where further I may. 
Let this for this time be yotLr answer. 
CouR. Sh', with my boldness, I beseech you t, 
bear. 
LIB. God be with you. [Exit COURTiEr,. 
Some men deserve, and yet do want their due ; 
Some men, again, on small deserts do sue, 
It therefore standeth princes' officers in hand. 
The state of every man rightly to understand. 
That so by balance of equality 
Each man may have his hire  accordingly. 
Well, since dame Virtue unto me doth charge .t 
many things refer, 
I must go do that best beseems a faithful officer. 
[Exit. 

ACT IV., SCENE 1. 
Juter IONEY. 
hION. Ziberty, liberty/ now I cry liberty .' 
Catch me again, when you can, Prodigality ! 

[Reward]. 



LIBERALITY AND PRODIGALITY. 3G1 

Mol. Both ween it and wot it ! I have pass'd a 
wilderness 
Of most mischievous and miserable distress ; 
Sharp brambles, sharp briars, and terrible 
scratchers, 
Bears, wolves, apes, lions, most ravening snatchers, 
Thorns, thistles, and nettles, most horrible stingers, 
Ravens, gripes and griphons. 0 vengeabl,. 
wriugers, 
Yea through my whole passage such damnable 
sights, 
As I cannot but judge them most damnable sprites. 
VAN. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
MON. Laugh ye, my fi'iend ? It is no laughing 
toy. 
VAN. But who did guide you in this labyrinth 
of joy  
blolg. Who, sir ] your miniou, sir ; Prodigality, 
The captain elected of all foisting knavery ; 
He will be haug'd, I warrant him, shortly. 
VAN. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
MON. Yet go to, laugh on ! 
VAN. Are you not a tuck--tuck-cold ? 
MOl. I may be indeed ; my clothes be but thin, 
And therefore I will even go get me in, 
That Fortune, nay mother, may clothe me anew. 
[Exit. 
VAN. Do so, you had need so, I may say to y,u. 
Now, sure, it is a world of worhls to see, 
How all the world inclines to Vanity ; 
Men seek at first--that is but Vanity, 
And lose at lasts--that was but Vanity, 
And yet continue still to follov Vanity, 
As though it were a thing of certainty. 
And I, that bear the name of Vanity, 
And see the world's exceeding Vanity, 
In following so the tracks of Vanity, 
Do triumph still amid my empery, 
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Or by this sharp-edged sword, shalt see me play a 
proud part, 
For I will have him again, in spite of thy heart. 
VAN. Whom have we there, that keepeth such a 
coil. 
PROD. Even he that will not put up such a foil. 
VAN. What's the matter ? 
PROD. Vanity, to that dame thy mistress 
mtnd me, 
Tell her--tell her, it doth not a little offend me, 
To have my money in such great despite, 
Taken so from me thout any fight. 
Vhat though it were once her own proper t 
Yet given, 'tis mine ox, there is no other shift. 
Therefore charge her, in the name of Prodigality, 
That he be restor'd to me incontiuently, 
Lest she repent 
VAN. These be sore and cel threat'nings, 
ma. 
Is your hte so great, that by no means you may 
tay  
PROD. I will not tay, and therefore make 
haste. 
VAN. Soft, sir, a little, there is no time pass'd. 
You may tar, you must tarry, for aught as I 
knov : 
Nay, then you shall ta, whether you 11 or no. 
[Exit. 
DICER. 'Zwonds, sir, he mocks you. 
PROD. Gibe not with me, you whoreson rascal 
slave  
For money I come, and money will I have. 
Siah Vanity, Yanity ! What, Yanity  
Speak and be han;d, Vanity  What, will't not be 
DICER. Vhat a progious knave, what a slave 
is ts  [Aside. 
POD. Foune, fine Foune, you minion, if ye 
be wise, 
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PROD. A consumption. 
MON. A consumption ? marry, God forbid, man. 
Toss. What think you nor of Tenacity ? 
Was he your friend or your foe ? 
MON. Ah, that wretch Tenacity hath brought 
me to all this woe. 
'Twas he, indeed, that sought to destroy me, 
In that he would never use or employ  me : 
But, Prodigality, sweet Prodigality, 
Help to provide some present remedy : 
Let me not be thus miserably spilt; 
Ease me of this, and use me as thou wilt. 
Yet had I rather live in state bare and thin, 
Than in this monstrous plight that now I an in : 
So fatty, so foggy, so out of all measure, 
That in myself I take no kind of pleasure. 
PROD. Why, rise up then quickly, and let us 
be gone. 
MON. Friends, you must help me, I cannot rise 
alone. 
DICER. Come on, my sweet Money, we must 
have a mean 
To turn this foggy fat to a finer lean. 
MON. The sooner the better. 
Toss. Nay, Money, doubt not, but by sweat or 
by vomit 
I warrant thee, boy, shortly thou shalt he rid 
from it. 
PROD. Rid, quotha ? if sharing, or boxing, or 
scouring, 
Or 'nointing, or scraping, or purging, or blood- 
letting, 
Or rubbing, or paring, or chafing, or fretting, 
Or ought else will rid it, he shall want no rid- 
ding. !,Aside. 
Come on, Money, let's be jogging ! [Ixeunt. 

[Old copy, to emloy.] 
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Cos. Marry, sir, here-by, lot far from this place, 
A plain simple man, riding on his ass, 
Meaning home to his country in God's peace 
pass, 
By certain roisters, most furious and mad, 
Is spoiled and robbed of all that he had. 
And yet not contented, when they had his money, 
But the villains have also murdered him most 
cruelly. 
HOST. Good God, for his mercy ! 
CON. It was my hap to come then present[ly] 
by him, 
And found him dead, with twenty wounds upon 
him. 
HOST. But what became of them ? 
CON. They fled this way. 
HosT. Then, neighbour, let us here no long, 
stay, 
:But hence and lay the country roundabout : 
They shall be quickly found, I have no doubt. 
[Exeut. 

SCENE III. 

'nter VIRTUE and EQUITY, with other attendaMs. 
Via. My lords, you see how far this worldly 
state perverted is ; 
From go.od declin'd, inclined still to follow things 
amlss : 
You see but very few that make of Virtue any 
price : 
You see all sorts with hungry wills run headlong 
into ,ice. 

seems tolerably evident. The constable made hue and cry, 
ia order to raise the country, and make a levy of such per- 
sons as were bound to assist.] 
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EQ. We see it oft, we sorrow much, and heartily 
lament, 
That of himself man should not have a better 
government. 
VE. The very beasts that be devoid of reason, 
dull and dumb, 
By nature learn to shun those things whereof 
their hurt, may come. 
If man were then but as a beast, only by nature 
taught, 
He would also by nature learn to shun what things 
are nought. 
But man with reason is endued: he reason hath 
for stay ; 
Which reason should restrain his will from going 
much astray. 
Eq. Madam, 'tis true : 
Where reason rules, there is the golden mean. 
VEa. But most men stoop to stubborn will, 
W'hich conquereth reason clean. 
Eq. And will again to fancy fields, 
Vhich twain be special guides, 
That train a man to tread ill paths, 
Where ease and pleasure bides. 
VE. No ease, no pleasure, can be good, that is 
not got with pain 
EQ. That is the cause from 'irtue's love 
Man's fancy still refrains. 
VEa. And pains, I think, they feel likewise, 
That unto vice do bend. 
EQ. They feel, no doubt : but yet such pains 
Come not before the end. 
Via. I grieve for man, that man should be of ill 
attempts so  fain. 
EQ. Grieve not for that : evil tasted once, turns 
him to good again. 
Vm. Then will I take a cheerful mind, 
Unpleasant thoughts exTel , 

[Old copy, to.j 
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LIB. Well, Money, will you bide with him that 
can devise 
To rid you and keep you from these extremities ? 
MON. Who is that ? 
LIB. Even myself, Liberality. 
MoN. Sir, I like you well, and therefore willingly 
I am contented with you to remain, 
So as you protect me from the other twain. 
LIB. I warrant thee. 
First, from thy bands I'll set thee free, 
And after thy sickness cured shall be. 
Mo-. Thanks and obedience I yield and vow to 
Liberality. [Exit MONEY. 

Eder CAIrAIN WELL-DONE [and other SUITORS.] 
CAP. W. My lord, according to your appoint- 
ment and will, 
I come to attend your pleasure. 
Lip. Have you brought your bill   
CAP. W. Yea, my lord. 
LiB. Give it me. 
I'll be your mean unto the prince, that it may 
despatched be : 
The while take here these hundred crowns, 
relieve ye. 
CP. W. God save the queen, and God save 
Liberality ! 
2]) SUTTOV. Sir, I have long served the prince 
at great expense, 
And long have I been promised a recompense : 
I beseech you consider of me. 
LiB. What, do you serve without fee  
')D SUITOR. Yea, truly, sir. 
Lm. Hold, pray for the queen. 
[ives lirn moey.] 

[Petition] 
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Whereupon I judge thee to be had from hence 
To the place thou cam'st fro, and from thence to 
The place of execution, there to be hanged, 
Till thou be dead. God have mercy on thee ! 
PROD. 1Iy lord, I most humbly beseech you to 
hear me. 
Jt-lo(;E. Say on. 
PROD. I confess I have run a wanton wicked 
race, 
Which now hath brought me to this woful wretched 
] am heartily soro-, and with tears do lament 
My former lewd and vile misgovernment. 
I find the brittle stay of trustless Fortune's 
state. 
My heart now thirsteth after Virtue all too late : 
Yt, good my lord, of pity condescend 
To be a mean for him that meaneth to amend. 
The prince is merciful, of whose great mercy 
Full many have largely tasted already ; 
Which makes me appeal thereto more boldly. 
Jt'oE. Prodigality, I not mislike your wailful 
disposition ; 
.nd therefore for you to the prince there shall be 
made petition, 
That though your punishment be not fully remitted, 
Yet in some part it may be qualified. 
PROD. God save your life ! 

VIRTUE, EQUITY, LIBERALITY, JUDGE, and all come 
clou,n before the QUEEN, and, after reverence 
made, VIRTUE sloeaketh 

THE EPILOGUE. 

.l/oe m;ghty queen, Stonder I sat in place, 
Presenting show of chiefet dignity; 
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llere prostrate, lo, before !Cur princelg 9race 
I show m!/self, such as I ought to be, 
Your humble vassal, subject to tour will, 
With fear atd love tour 9race to reverence still. 

FINIS. 
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PROLOUE. 

'OU'ltE welcome ; but our plot I dare not tell y,., 
For fear I fright a lady with great belly : 
Or shouhl a scold be 'mong you, I dare sy 
,he'd nake more work than the devil in the play. 
Hard you not never how an actor's wife, 
Whom he (tbnd fool) lov'd dearly as hi. life, 
Coming in's way did chance to get  jap%  
As he was 'tired in his devil's shape ; 
And how equivocal a generation 
Was then begot, and brought forth thereup.m t 
Let it not fright you ; this I dare to say, 
Hre is no lecherous devil in our pl,y. 
He will not rumple Peg, nor Jan, nor Nan, 
]3ut has enough at home to do with Marian, 
Whom he so little pleases, she in scorn 
Does teach his devilship to wind the horn ; 
But if your children cry when Robin comes, 
You may to still them buy here pears or llum.. 
Then sit you quiet all who are come in, 
St Dunstan will soon enter and begin. 

See note to "Gammer Gurton's Needle" [iii. 245]. 
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LACY. Let us despatch ]lim thither presently ; 
For I myself will stay for his return, 
And see some end or other, ere I go. 
MoR. Come, then, Lord Lacy: Forrest, come 
away. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter :BELPIIEGOR, attired like a phgsiclal ; AKER- 
COCK, h/s man, in a tawny coat. 
BEL. NOW is Belphegor, an incarnate devil, 
',Jme to the earth to seek him out a dame : 
Hell be my speed ! and so, I hope, it will. 
In lovely London are we here arrived ; 
Where, as I hear, the earl hath a fair daughter 
So full of virtue and soft modesty, 
That yet she never gave a man foul word. 
AKER. Marry, indeed, they say she cannot speak. 
BEL. :For this cause have I taken this disguise, 
And will profess me a physician, 
I'ome up on purpose for to cure the lady : 
Marry, no may a shall bind me but herself, 
Aml she I do intend shall be my wife. 
AKEr,. :But, master, tell me one thing by the 
way : 
Do you not mean that I shall marry too ? 
BEL. No, Akercock, thou shalt be still unwed ; 
For if they be as bad as is reported, 
l)ne wife will be enough to tire us both. 
AKER. O, then you mean that I shall now and 
then 
Have, as it were, a course at base  with her. 

Old copy, oay.--Pegge. 
[A play on the double meaning of the word, an old 
came and the act of kissing.] 
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hlow at your pate would lay all open to me, and 
make me as wise as you. 
SHo. Think'st thou I do so often look 
For nothing on my learned book, 
As that I cannot work the feat  
I warrant I'll the miller cheat, 
And make Jug thine, in spite of him. 
Will this content thee, neighbour Grim ? 
GRISt. Content ne! ay, and so highly, that if 
you do this feat for me, you hire me to you as one 
iireth an ox or an ass : to use, to ride, to spur, or 
anything; yours to demand, miserable Grim! 
Joan's handmaid! for so I have called myself 
ever since last May-day, when she gave me her 
hand to kiss. 
,SHO. Well, let's away; and in all haste 
About it, ere the day be pass'd ; 
And ever after, if thou hast her, 
Acknowledge me to be thy master. 
GRIM. I woo1, sir: come, let's away, the best 
drink in Croydon's yours ; I have it for you, even 
a dozen of jugs, to Jug's health. [Exempt botit. 

Enter EARL MORGAN, EARL LACY, IARIAN. 

Mo My Lord of Kent, the latter motion 
I)oth bind me to you in a lfigher degree 
Than all those many favours gone before : 
And now the issue of my help relies 
Only on lariana's gentleness, 
Who, if she will, in such a common good, 
Put to her heIphag-hand, the match is made. 
LACY. You need not make a doubt of Marian. 
Whose love unto her lady were enough, 
Besides her cousin's and her own consent, 
To move her to a greater thing than this. 
MAR. My lords, if aught there be in Marian, 
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l'uler CASTILIANO. 

But here the doctor comes. 
LACY. Then I'll away, 
Lest he su.pect aught by my being here. [Exk. 
MoI. Do, and let me alone to close with him. 
{_'AS. hIay lie ne'er speak that makes a woman 
speak ! 
She talks now sure for all the time that's pass'd : 
Her tongue is like a scarecrow in a tree, 
That clatters still with every puff ,f wind. 
I have so haunted her from place to place : 
About the hall, from thence into the parlour, 
Up to the chamber, down into the garden, 
And still she rails, and chafes, and scohls, 
As if it were the sessions-day in hell. 
Yet will I haunt her with an open mouth, 
And never leave her till I force her love lne. 
Mo. Now, master doctor ; what, a m,xtch or 
no? 
['AS. A match, quoth you ? I think the de51 
hinself 
l'ann0t match her ; for, if lie couhl, I should. 
MoR. Well, be content: 'tis I must work the 
mean 
To make her yield, whether she will or no. 
My Lord of Kent is gone hence in a chafe, 
And now I purpose that she shall be yours, 
Yet to herself unknown ; for she shall think 
That Musgrave is the man, but it shall be you : 
Seem you still discontented, and no more. 
Go, Mariana, call thy mistress hither. 
_Now, when she comes, dissemble what you know, 
And go away, as if you caffd not for her ; 
So will she the sooner be brought into it. 
[Exit hlARIAN. 
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IIe takes occasion, where there none was given. 
I will not blab unto the world, my love 
I owe to him, and shall do whilst I live. [Aside.] 
GRIM. Well, Joan, without all ifs or ands, 
e-persese, a-persese, or tittle-tattles in the world, 
I do love thee; and so much that, in thy absence 
I cry, when I see thee, and rejoice with my very 
heart, when I cannot behold thee. 
SHO. No doubt, no doubt, thou lov'st her well, 
But listen now to what I tell : 
Since ye are both so well agreed, 
I wish you make more haste and speed. 
To-morrow is Holy-rood day, 
When all a-nutting take their way; 
Within the wood a close doth stand, 
Encompass'd round on either hand 
With trees and bushes; there will I 
Despatch your marriage presently. 
GRI.t. O ]Iaster Parson, your devising pate hath 
blessed me for ever. Joan, we'll have that so : the 
shorter the work the sweeter. 
JOAn. And if my mother give but her consent, 
My absence shall in no case hinder it. 
Gmt. She, quotha  she is mine already ; we'll 
to her presently. Master Parson, 'tis a match; 
we'll meet you. Now, miller, do I go beyond 
you $ I have stripped him of the wench, as a 
cook would strip an eel out of her skin, or a purl- 
,ling out of the case thereof. Now I talk of a 
ludding, O, 'tis my only food, I am an old dog at 
it. Come, Joan, let us away, I'll pudding you. 
So. Well, if my fortune luckily ensue, 
As you shall cosen him, I'll cosen you. [Exettnt. 

Enter CASTILIANO at one door with ]ARIAN, EARL 
LACY at another door with HONOREA. 

C,s. Come, lovely Honorea, bright as day. 



GRI[ THE COLLIER OF CROYDON. 410 

As came Alcmena from her sacred bed 
With Jupiter, shap'd like Amphitrion, 
So show my love. 
HoN. hIy love! whom have we here ? Sveet 
Musgrave ! but, alas, I am betrayed ! 
CAS. Thou art my love. 
LACY. 1o, mine. 
HoN. Nor yours, nor yours; 
But Musgrave's love. 0 Musgrave ! where art thou ? 
LACY. Be not displeas'd, my dear; give me thy 
hand. 
HoN. My hand, false earl ! nor hand nor heart 
of mine ! 
Couldst thou thus cunningly deceive my hopes . 
And could my father give consent thereto ? 
Well, neither he nor thou shalt force my love. 
CAs. 'Tis I, fair Houorea, am thy love : 
Forsake the worthless earl, give me thy hand. 
M.R. RVhose hand would you have, sir ? this 
hand is mine, 
And mine is yours : then keep you to your own : 
Yet are you mine, sir, and I mean to keep you. 
RVhat ! do you think to shake me off so soon ? 
No, gentle husband, now 'tis too-too late ; 
You should have look'd, before you came to bed. 

Eter ROBIN GOODFELLOW 1 w[l] /t masteFs gou. 

RoB. hIany good-morrows to my gentle master 
And my new mistress ; God give you both joy ! 
What say you to your gown, sir, this cohl morning . 
CAS. Robin, I am undone, and cast away ! 
RoB. How, master, cast away upon a wife  
CAS. Yea, Robin, cast away upon a wife. 
RoB. Cast her away then, master, can you not ? 

 i.e., Akercock, as he is called in the preceding cenes. 
See a later note to this 1)lay [p. 442 infrd].Collir. 
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3I.v. Welcome, gentlemen : 
'Tis kindly done to come to see us here. 
ROB. This kindness makes me fear my master's 
he3d : 
Such hotspurs must have game, howe'er they get 
it. 
CLIN. We have a suit to you, Castiliano. 
CAS. What is it, sir  if it lies in me, 'tis done. 
CLIN. Say, but a trifle, sir, and that is : 
This same young man, by trade apothecary, 
Is willing to retain xmto your cures. 
C.ts. Marry, with all my heart, and welcome 
too. 
W]mt may :I call your name, my honest friend ? 
HXR. l,alph Harvey, sir ; your neighbour here 
hard by. 
The Golden Lion is my dwelling-place, 
Where what you please shall be with care per- 
form'd. 
C.s. Gramercies, Harvey! welcome, all my 
friends ! 
Let's in, and handsel our new mansion-house 
With a carousing round of Spanish wine. 
Come, cousin Musgrave, you shall be my guest ; 
My dame. I trow, will welcome you herself. 
3LtR. No, boy, Lord Lacy's wife shall welcome 
thee. 
I'OB. So now the game begins, here's some chevr 
toward ; 
I must be skinker 1 then : let me alone ; 
They all shall want, ere Robin shall have none. 
[Exeunt omnes nisi CLINTON and HARVEY. 

x Skin'ker was a tapster or drawer. Prince Henry, in "The 
First Part of Henry IV." act ii. so. 4, speaks of aa under- 
skinker, meaning an underdrawer. Ir Steevens says it is 
derived from the Dutch word schenken, which signifies to fill 
a cup or glass. So in G. Fletcher's "Russe Commonwealth," 
1591, p. 13, speaking of a town built on the south side of 
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Enter NAN with the bcnquet. 
And hear'st thou, Nan ? when Forrest shall return, 
If any happen to inquire for me, 
Whether't be Captain Clinton or Ralph Harvey,. 
Call presently, and say, thy master's come ; 
So I'll send Forrest o'er the garden pale. 
NAN. I will, forsooth. 
M),r,. Meantime, stay thou and make our ban- 
quet ready. 
I'll to my closet, and be here again, 
]efore hiils Forest shall come visit me. 
[Exit IARIAN. 
NAN. I wonder what my mistress is about ! 
Somewhat she would not have my master know : 
Whate'er it be, 'tis nothing unto me ; 
She's my good mistress, aml I'll keep her counsel. 
I have oft seen her ss behind his back, 
And laugh and toy, when he did little think it. 
O, what a wing eye the wanton hath 
To cosen him, even when he looks upon her[ 
But what have I to do with what she doth ? 
I'll taste her junkets since I am alone : 
That which is good for them cannot ht me 
Ay, may, ts is sweet ! a cup of wine 
Will not be hurtf for digestion. [She drinks.] 

Enter CASTILIANO. 

C.s. I would I had been wiser once to-day ; 
I went on purpose to my Lord of Kent 
To give him some good counsel for his wife, 
And he, poor heart, no sooner heard my news, 
But turns me up his whites, and falls flat down : 
There I was fain to rub and chafe his veins, 
And much ado we had to get him live. 
But for all that he is extremely sick, 
And I am come in all the haste I may 
VOL. VIIL 2 E 
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What, sir ! will you forbid me in good sort 
To entertain my friends ? 
CAs. Your friends, you whore ! 
They are no friends of mine, nor come they here. 
Clinton, avaunt, my house is for no such. 
MAR. Alas, good sir! are you grown so su.- 
picious, 
Thus on no proofs to nourish jealousy ? 
I cannot kiss a man but you'll be angry. 
In spite of you, or whoso else saith nay, 
1My friends are welcome, as they come this way : 
If you mislike it, mend it as you may. 
What, do you think to pin up 3Iarian, 
As you were wont to do your Spanish girls l 
.No, sir, I'll be half mistress of myself; 
The other half is yours, ff you deserve it. 
CLINo What madness mov'd thee be displeas',l 
with me, 
That always us'd thee with so kind regard  
Did I not at thy first arrival here 
Conduct thee to the Earl of London's house ? 
:MAR. Did I not, being unsolicited, 
Bestow my first pure maiden love on thee ? 
CLIN. Did I not grace thee there in all the court, 
And bear thee out against the daring abbot ? 
:M. Did I not forsake many young gallant 
courtiers, 
Enamoured with thy aged gravity, 
Vrho, now being weary of me, wouldst disgrace 
me ? 
C.s. If there be any conscience left on earth. 
How can I but believe these protestations  
CLIN. Have I not always been thy nearest 
friend ? 
:M/. Have I not always been thy dearest 
wife ? 
CLAN. How much will all the world in this con- 
demn thee ] 
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found this Ttten in the bottom of one of my 
empty sacks. 'ever persuade men that be in- 
execrable. I have vowed it, and I will perform it. 
The quarrel is great, and I have taken it upon my 
own shoulders. 
CLhCK. Ay, that thou shalt, ere I have done ; 
for I will lay it on, i' faith. 
GRI.I. If you lay it in, I must bear it out, this 
is all. If you strike, I must stand to anything, 
although it be the biggest )plow that you can lay 
upon me. 
JohN. Ye both have" ofttimes sworn that ye 
love me ; 
Let me overrule you in this angTy mood. 
Neighbours and old acquaintance, and fall out ! 
ROB. Why, that is, because thou wilt not let 
them fall in. 
GRI]I. I say, my heart bleedeth when thou 
speaketh, and theretbre do not provoke me. Yet, 
miller, as I am monstrous angry, so I have a won- 
derful great mind to be repeas'd. Let's think 
what harm cometh by this same fighting; if we 
hould hurt one another, how can we help it  
Again, Clack, do but here forswear Joan's com- 
pany, and I'll be thine instead of her, to use in all 
your businesses from Croydon to London ; yours, 
Gilbert Grim, the chief collier for the king's 
majesty's own mouth. 
CIACg. 0 Grim, do I smell you ? I'll make you 
forswear her before we two part ; and thereibre 
come on to this gear. Collier, I will lay on load, 
and when it is done, let who will take it off again. 
JoN. Yet once more hear me speak : leave off 
for shame, 
If not for love ; and let not others laugh 
To see your follies ; let me overrule you. 
Sro. Ay, let them fight, I care not : I 
hIeantime away with Joan will fly ; 
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My dearest lady, patroness of beauty, 
Let thy poor servant make his true excuse ! 
HoN. Musgrave, I easily take your excuse, 
Accusing my tbnd self for what is pass'd. 
Mts. Long time we wanted opportunity ; 
But now the forelock of well-wishing time 
Hath bless'd us both, that here without suspect 
We may renew the tenor of our loves. 
L.&cY. O Dunstan, how she smiles to hear him 
speak ! 
HoN. No, child of fortune and inconstancy, 
Thou shalt not train me, or induce my love 
To loose desires or dishonoured thonghts. 
'Tis God's own work that struck a deep remorse 
Into my tainted heart for my pass'd folly. 
hILs. O, thou confound'st me ! Speak as thou 
wert won't, 
Like Love herself, my lovely Honorea. 
HoN. Why, how now, Musgrave ! what esteem'st 
thou 1Tie, 
That thou provokest me, that first denied me ? 
] will not yield you reasons why I may not, 
hlore than your own. You told me why you 
would not. 
]Ivs. By heavens, by thee, my saint, my happi- 
ness ! 
No torture shall control my heart in this, 
To teach my tongue deny to call thee love. 
Ho. Well, in regard that in my maiden-days 
I lov'd thee well, now let me counsel thee. 
Reclaim these idle humours; know thyself; 
P, emember me, and think upon my lord ; 
And let these thoughts bring forth those chaste 
effects, 
Which may declare thy change unto the world : 
And this assure theewhilst I breathe this air, 
Earl Lucy's honour I will ne'er impair. 
legit 
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Dt'N. Now your eyes see that which your heart 
believ'd not. 
LACY. 'Tis a miracle beyond the reach 
I)f my capacity! I could weep for joy, 
Would but my tears express how much I love her ! 
Men may surmise amiss in jealousy, 
If those that live in untouch'd honesty. 
Mus. Is she departed ? and do I conceive 
This height of grief, and do no violence 
Unto myself  Said she I denied her ? 
Far be it from my heart to think that thought. 
All ye that, as I do, have felt this smart, 
Ye know how burthensome 'tis at my heart. 
Hereafter never will I prosecute 
Tlfis former motion, my unlawful suit ; 
But, since she is Earl Lacy's virtuous wife, 
I'll live a private, pensive, single life. 
[Exit [USGRAVE. 
DUN. God doth dispose all at his blessed will ; 
And lie hath chand their minds from bad to 
good, 
That we, which see't, may learn to mend our- 
selves. 
LACY. I'll reconcile myself to MusgTave's love: 
I will recant my false suspicion, 
Aml humbly make my true submission. [Exeunt. 

nter ]IAP, IA N, 
MA. Say'st thou thou'lt 
hot for me  
I'll soon abroad, and cool me 

ch@ny. 
make the house too 

in the air. 

I'll teach him never scorn to drink his health 
Whom I do love. He thinks to overcrow me 
With words and blows ; but he is in the wrong, 
Begin he when he dams ! 0, lie's too hot 
And angTy to live long with Marian. 
But I'll not long be subject to his rage : 
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To see Earl Lacy : meet him in the cloister, 
.And make that place revenge his sanctuary. 
This night will I break open all the trunks, 
Rifle his caskets, rob him of his gold ; 
And all the doctor's treasure shall be thine. 
If thou miscarry, yet this drink shall do it. 

'ntfr CASTILIA1NO. 

CAs. My wife's impatience hath left me alone, 
And made my servant run, I know not vhither. 
MAR. Peace! here is our eyesore. Clinton, 
leave us now. 
CLIN. lay, now occasion smiles, and I will do it. 
[CLINTON draweth his sword. 
MAR. Put up thy sword; be it thy mornings 
work : 
Farewell to-night ; but fail me not to-morrow. 
CLAN. Farewell, my love. No rest shall close 
these eyes, 
Until the morning peep ; and then he dies. 
[Exit CLINTON. 
C,,s. [Solilo.] h'ow I remember, I have quite 
outrun 
My time prefix'd to dwell upon the earth : 
Yet Akercock is absent : where is he ? 
O, I am glad I am so well near rid 
Of my earth's plague and my lascivious dame. 
MAR. Hath he discovelzd my intendment, 
That he presages his ensuing death  
I must break off these fearful meditations. 
CAS. How shall I give my verdict up to Pluto 
Of all these accidents ? 
MA. Why, how now, man ? 
CAS. What, my dear dame! my reconciled 
spouse ! 
Upon my soul, my love to thee is more 
:Now at this present than 'twaz e'er before. 
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MAlt. Then in thy hands lie both his life and 
death. 
Sweet love, let Marian beg it at thy hand : 
Why should the grey-beard live to cross us all ? 
:Nay, now I see thee frown : thou wilt not do it. 
CAs. Fie, fie, dame! you are too suspicious. 
Here is my hand, that thou may'st know I l,ve 
thee ; 
I'll poison him this night before I sleep. 
sM.m Thou dost but flatter me ! 
CAs. Tush ! I have sworn it. 
MAR. And wilt thou do it ? 
CAs. He is sure to die. 
Man. I'll kiss thy lips for speaking that kind 
word : 
But do it, and I'll hang about thy neck, 
And curl thy hair, and sleep betwixt thy arms, 
And teach thee pleasures which thou never knew'.t. 
CAs. Promise no more, and trouble me no mor : 
The longer I stay here, he lives the longer. 
I must go to him now, and now I'll do it. 
Go home and hasten supper 'gainst :I come : 
We will carouse to his departing soul. 
]Im. I will, dear husbmd; but remember 
me : 
[Aside.] When thou hast poison'd him, I'll poisoa 
thee. [Exit MARA. 
CAS. O wonderful, how women can dissemble ! 
Now she can kiss me, hang about my neck, 
And soothe me with smooth smiles and lewd en- 
treaties. 
Well, I have promi'd her to ldll the earl ; 
And yet, I hope ye will not think I'll do it.  

 This must have been addressed to the audience, and 
may be adduced as some slight evidence of the antiquity of 
the play, as in later times dramatists were not guilty of 
this impropriety. The old morality of "The Disobedient 
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shall be at your devilship's pleasure, except my 
poor Joan here, and she is my own proper night- 
gear. 
ROB. Gramercies, but away in haste ; 
The night is almost spent and pass'd. 
GRIM. God be with you, sir ; I'll make as much 
haste about it as may be ; for, and that were once 
done, I would ben a new piece of work with you, 
Joan. [Exeunt all but ROBIN'. 
lgo. Row joy betide this merry morn, 
And keep Grim's forehead from the horn : 
For Robin bids his last adieu 
To Grim and all the rest of you. [Exit ROl;IN. 

Enter CLINTON 

CLIN. Bright Lucifer, go couch thee in tl,e 
clouds, 
And let this morning prove as dark as night ! 
That I unseen may bring to happy end 
The doctor's murder, which I do intend. 
'Tis early yet : he is not so soon stirring. 
But stir he ne'er so soon, so soon he dies. 
I'll walk along before the palace gate ; 
Then shall I know how near it is to-day, 
He shall have no means to escape away. 
[Exit CLINTON'. 

Enter CASTILIANO. 

CAS. My trunk's broke open, and my jewels 
gone ! 
My grid and treasure stol'n : my house despoil'd 
Of all my furniture, and nothing left ! 
:No, not my wife, for she is stol'n away : 
But she hath pepper'd me, I feel it work-- 
My teeth are loosen'd, and my belly swelrd; 
My entrails burn with such distemper'd heat, 
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That well I know my dame hath poison'd me : 
When she spoke fairest, then she did this act. 
When I have spoken all I can imagine, 
I cannot utter half that she intends ; 
She makes as little poisoning of a man, 
As to carouse ; I feel that this is true. 

Enter CLINTON. 

Nay, now I know too much of womankind. 
'Zounds, here's the captain : what should he make 
here 
With his sword drawn ? there's.yet more villany. 
CLI. The morning is far spent ; but yet he 
comes not. 
I wonder Marian sends him not abroad. 
Well, doctor, linger time, and linger life ; 
For long thou shalt not breathe upon the earth. 
CAs. No, no, I will not live amongst ye long : 
Is it for me thou wait'st, thou bloody wretch ? 
Her poison hath prevented thee in murther. 

Enter E.._r',L MORGAN, ST ])UNSTAN with HONOrtEA 
fabtin[/, and MARIAN. 
Now here be they suppose Earl Lacy dead. 
See how this lady grieveth for that she wisheth. 
DUN. My Lord of London, by his sudden death, 
And all the signs before his late departure, 
'Tis very probable that lie is poison'd. 
M.s2,. Do you but doubt it ? credit me, my lord, 
I heard him say that drink should be his last : 
I heard my husband speak it, and he did it. 
CAs. There is lay old friend, she always speaks 
for me. 
O shameless creature, was't not thy device ? 
MoR. Let not extremity of grief o'erwhelm thee, 
My dearest Honorea; for his death shall be 
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O, then, her tongue was worse than all the rest ! 
No ears with patience would endure to hear her, 
.Nor would she ever cease, till I submit[ted] : 
And then she'd speak me fair, but wish me dead. 
A hundred drifts she laid to cut me off, 
till drawing me to dangers of my life. 
And now, my twelvemonth being near expir'd, 
She poison'd me ; and least that means should fail, 
She entic'd a captain to 're murdered me. 
In brief, whatever tongue can tell of ill, 
All that may well be spoken of my dame. 
AKER. Poor Akercock was f,xin to fly her sight, 
For never an hour but she laid on me ; 
Her tongue and fist walked all so nimbly. 
PLtr. Doth then, Belphegor, this report of thin_ 
Against all women hold in general  
EL. Not so, great prince : for, as 'mongst other 
creatures, 
Under that sex are mingled good and bad. 
There are some women virtuous, chaste, and true ; 
And to all those the devil will give their due. 
But, O, my dame, born for a scourge  to nan ! 
For no mortality [I] would endure that, 
Which she a thousand times hath offered me. 
PLtI. But what new shapes are those upon thy 
head  
BE. These are the ancient arms of cuckoldry, 
And these my dame hath kindly left to me ; 
For which Belphegor shall be here derided, 
Unless your great infernal majesty 
Do solemnly proclaim, no devil shall scorn 
Hereafter still to wear the goodly horn. 
PLU. This for thy service I will grant thee 
freely : 
All devils shall, as thou dost, like horns wear, 
And none shall scorn Belphegor's arms to bear. 

[Old copy, ,og.] 



